Google 



This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on Hbrary shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 

to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 

to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 

are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other maiginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 

publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing this resource, we liave taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 
We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain fivm automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attributionTht GoogXt "watermark" you see on each file is essential for informing people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liabili^ can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 

at |http : //books . google . com/| 



CORNELIUS DUEL MOSHER 
LIBRARY. 




V 



> 



HORACE 



o^ 



L%^s "F" \ a^c.c-w.s ^ W, 



''THE CHANDOS CLASSICS. 



>> 



HORACE: 



C|^^ #bjes, (&T^ot}itB, S^ntxxtB, Rnb (Epistles. 



TRANSLATED BY 

THE MOST EMINENT ENGLISH SCHOLARS 

AND POETS, 

INCLUDING 

BEN JONSON, MILTON, DRYDEN, ADDISON, 

LYTTON, CONINGTON, CALVERLEY, 

SIR THEODORE MAETIN, 




-* 






LONDON AND NEW YORK: 
FREDERICK WARNE AND CO. 



1899. 

t 



614297 



LONDON : 
BRADBURY, AQNEW, & CO., PRINTERS, WHITEPRIARS. 



• • « « * 



• » 






" -*•-»..: 



" •* •" 






. " » 



w * 



PREFACE. 



In spite of the great difficulty of rendering the 
[exquisite Odes of Horace into another language witli- 
fflut at least diminishing their singular charm, they 
Slave found more translators than auy other classic 
From the days when the gallant and gifted 
Surrey and Sir Philip Sidney tried to achieve the 
task of rendering a few Odes, to the present day, 
fcumbera of our poets and gi'eatest scholars have 
ittempted to hestow on English Literature a more or 
s perfect version of the Roman Poet's works. Thus 
the terseness, the picturesqueness, the archness, 
or pathos of Horace have had the advantage of 
^eing reflected from many minds, and given in 
phymeless metre or melodious verse as each translator 
[ireferred. The earliest ones were remarkable for 
most too close a fidelity to the original, with the 
aception, perhaps, of Milton's rendering of the Ode 
to PjTrha, which is as beautiful as it is faithful. 

Then came paraphrastic translators and imitators, 
as Cowley and Dryden ; and at last the vei-sion by 
which was long considered the standard one, 
, and since then ntmibers of our best poeta 
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or rqpest scholars have given us more or less excellent 
translations of the poet. It is to obtain this varied 
reflection of the poet's genius from many minds, that 
this translation of Horace has been compiled ; selec- 
tions being made from poets and scholars dating from 
Ben Jonson to the present day. 

Amongst the earliest will be found the names of 
Sir B. FanshawCy Sir T. Hawkins, Sir John Beaumont 
(brother of the dramatist). Lord Roscommon, C. Pitt 
(whose translation of the JEneid Dr. Johnson preferred 
to Dryden's), Boscawen, Warton, Mitford, &c. &c., 
with other names too well known to need specifying. 

For the more recent and admirable versions of 
the Odes with which the Editor has been permitted 
to enrich this volume, sincere thanks are offered to 
Sir Theodore Martin, to Professor Newman, and to 
the publishers of Lord Ljrtton's Odes of Horace, of 
J. Conington's and of the late Herbert Grant's, for 
their comlesy in permitting their insertion. If by 
chance any Ode should have been inserted without 
acknowledgment, apologies are now made for the 
oversight. 

The Editor of 
"THE CHANDOS CLASSICS." 
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MEMOIR. 



' QuiNTUS HoEATius Fi.Accus — the delightful "Ho- 

beloved by all classic scholai'a — was borii on 

December 8, in the yeai" of Rome 689, sixty-five years 

I before the birth of Christ, during the Consulate of 

L. Cotta and L. Manlius Torquatus. 

The poet's native place is one of the loveliest in 
Italy — ^Vennsia (now Venosa), placed on a lofty pine- 
clad slope of the Apennines, is situated near the source 
of one of the tributaries of the Aufidus, a rushing, 
impetuous river, now called the Ofanto, iu Apulia, on 

I the mountain side facing the Adriatic. It had been a 
SEloman colony ever since the Samnite wars. It was 
in Horace's time a military town. Above bis home 
rose the heights of Mount Vultur (now Voltore) ; near 
It were the woods and glens of Bantia (Banzi), where 
Acherontia nestled amidst the gi'oves — such a home 
was in ti'uth 
'■ Meet Durse for a jioftic eliiUI." 
His father was a freed-man ; pi'obably be bad been 
the slave before liis enfranchisement uf a member of the 
great and distinguished family of the Horatii, whose 
name, according to the general Roman custom, he 
was allowed to take on being emancipated. Recent 
writers " have, however, discovered tliat Vennsia 

• G. F. GroteftiiJ in "Ersch und Graber's Encyolopipdie," C. I. 
Orotefend in the "Darmataiit lit. Journal," «ad Fntnlie, "Fasti 
Horatiani," note 1. 
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I belonged to the Horatian tribe at Rome, and Horace's 
father may therefore have been a freed-man of the 
town itself. He found employment, after he became a 
freed-man, as a collector of payments made at auctions. 
The collector was a servant of the State ; and aa pro- 
bably he received a percentage on the Bales, he may 
have saved money : for it was a period of confiscation 
and rapid changes of fortune. However that may he, 
the freed-man became in time able to purchase a farm 
near Venuaia, on the boundaries of Lucania and 
Apulia. 

Hei-e, as we have said, Horace was born. Of bis 
mother he has said nothing, and, as he was a most 
affectionate son to his father, we may conclude that 
she died in hia infaiicy. Not otherwise can we under- 
stand how the lonely infant could have been allowed 
to wander unguarded on Mount VuUur's side, where 
the black viper and tlie prowling bear might have taken 
his life. He tells us — 

" Fatigued with sleep aud youthful toil of jiky, 
When on a mountain's bvow raclinod I lay 
Near to my native soil, around my liead 

The fkhled woodland dovea a verdant foliage aiiread. 

' ' Matter, bo sure, of wonder moat profound 

To all the goxing h&bitanta arouiid, 

Who dwell iu Acherontia's airy glailes, 
Amid the Bantian woods, or low Ferentum'a meads, 

" By snakes of poiaon black, and beaata of pray, 
That thoB in dewy sleep nniarmed I lay j 
Lanrels and mymo were around me piled, 

Kot without guardian goda, an aaimated chCd."' 

There is something charming in this incident. The 
innocent child sleeping fearlessly under the care of 



itffe 
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s; the (loves covering him with leaves; his bed 

of myrtle and laurel leaves — altogether form a charm- 
ing picture. Indeed, Horace is so graphic and pictu- 
resque in his descriptions that every ode nearly might 
task the skill of the artist. 

The lime came for commencing the education of 
the boy. It is quite likely that his father may have 
been a man of education : many slayea were capable 
of acting as tutors to their owners' eons ; and pro- 
bably the elder Horatius superintended the lessons of 
his only son till lie was ten or twelve j'ears old ; then, 
no doubt aware of the genius of the boy, he resolved 
not to send him to the country schoolmaster Flavins, 
where the children of the neighbouiung landowners 
and centurions went, but to take him at once to Rome, 

fd give him the best teaching Italy afforded : and be 
1 this though, as bis son says, 
Horace was deeply grateful, and the world also has 
great cause of gratitude to this devoted father. 

And not only did he send his Horace to study in 
Rome, hut he accompanied him thither, to watch over 
and guard him from the perils and temptations of a 
great city, providing him also with slaves, and garments 
such as would save the boy fi'om the petty scom of his 
richer schoolfellows. 

Horace has mentioned the name of Orbilius, the 
larian, as one of bis scboobuasters : a severe 
■0, who did not spoil the child by spai-ing the 



With him the future poet read Homer in Greek-3 
going llirot^h the whole Hiad — and in Latin Livina 
Andronicus, the eavhest writer of Roman tragedy and 
the translator of the Odyssey into the vernacular metre 
of Italy — the Satumian. 

Stirring events occurred in Rome during Horace's 
schooldays. The war between Pompey and Cffisar 
had begim; Cicero was at the height of his lame; 
and when Horace was sixteen Ctesar crossed the 
Rubicon, and entei'ed triumphantly into Rome. The 
lad probably then shared, as a boyish partizan of 
Pompey, the indignation of the Roman populace and 
their fears of a renewal of tlie horrors of Marius' and 
Sylla's proscriptions. 

His schooldays finished, bis excellent father sent 
his boy to Athens, then the teaching mother of the 
world ; for the conquered hod won a mental victory 
over their conqueroi's, and the world's masters went 
to Greece to be trained in the ai'ts and learning of the 
age. It was m Athens that the education of the poet 
was, so to speak, completed ; here he went through the 
whole range of Greek poetry and studied also the Greek 
historians and comic wi-iters. These peaceful studies 
were inten-npted by the news of the assassination of 
Ciesar, an act which, we regiet to know, was approved 
of by Cicero in a treatise he then sent to his son, who 
was also a student at Athens ; there were many sons 
of senators also there who favom'ed the assassins. 
Then Bi-utus, the son-in-law of Cato, appeared on his 
way to Macedonia; in need, it would seem, of officers for 
his legions ; and Horace, as well as many other Roman 
atudeiits, was eager to lend him his aid. He was at 
once made a niiUtttry tribune, and had the command 
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on,* Is there not some liint hei-e as to the 
cause of the inferiority of Bmtus'a troops, or at least 

of their leading, at the fatal battle of Philippi ? Yet 
the young Roman obtained the confidence of his com- 
manders and was engaged in some perils or difficul- 
ties;! but he was not a bom soldier, and when tlie 
army of Bi'utus was defeated at Philippi, he tells ua 
himself that he threw away his shield and fled. Yet 
we can scarcely blame the young tribune for flying 
fi'om a hopeless field, when we remember that Brutus 
and Cassius at the first tidings of defeat died by 
suicide, and made not the slightest eS'ort to rally their 
broken soldiers. The escape of the poet was so re- 
markable that be ascribes it to Mercury. [ In fact he 
fled because all had fled, and abandoned the cause of 
his leader only when that leader had abandoned it 
himself. Messala — the third in command — had refused 
to assume the generalship, and went over to the othei' 
side. "A few only," we are told, "among whom was 
the friend of Horace, Pompeius Varus, threw them- 
selves into the fleet of Sex. Pompeius, a pirate rather 
than a pohtical leader." § 

With difficulty and probably in some peril of ship- 
wreck, II Horace returned to Rome, and found that his 
paternal estate was lost — confiscated ; for Venusia was 
one of the eighteen cities with the possession of which 
the victors of Pliilippi rewarded their veteran soldiers. 
teduced to extreme poverty Horace had to earn his 
fead in Rome. He had probably been included in 
me general amnesty, for he at last succeeded in 

• Satires, l.-VI. + OdtB, Book II., OJe vii. 

t Odea, Booh Il.-VII. % Milmnn. 

II Odes, BooklU.-lV. 
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obtain ill ji the situatiou of secnUxy to h qiiestor.l 
He endeavoured to eke out hb small salary byl 
writing poetiy,* Probabl}- his poeuts brouglit liini 
acquainted with the two great poets of the day, VirpI 
and Varius — the latter wi-ote poems on several occa- 
sions, but is remembered only as a dramatist. Virgil I 
had already acquired fame as a poet by his smaller | 
poems and a few of his Eclogues. He possessed the [ 
friendship of Asiniiis Pollio — statesman and dramatic 1 
writer — and to him, probably owed his inti'oductiott J 
and subsequent intimacy with Jliecenas. 

These two elder poets at once befriended the younger! 
one, with generous aid and even moie welcome appre- \ 
ciation of his early poems ; moreover, ^"ii'gil changed I 
his fortunes by presenting him to MsecejiHS, the fi'iend I 
and confidential minister of Augustus. Hoi-ace hasf 
himself described this intei-view in Satire, Book I., 
addressing iliecenas thus : 



" Wlien iuliodueeiJ, ia lew and raiterinf; words 
(Such as uu infniit modosly afforfa,) 
I did rot tell jon my desconl waa great, 
Or tliat 1 waadered round my coQutrj seat 
On a proud stwtl in richer pastnrea bred : 
But what I really was, I franhiy said. 
Short naa your answer in your usual strain — 
I take my Uare, nor w^t on yon again 
Till nine months post, augaged and bid to hold 
A place BDiong your nearer friaudB enroU'd." 



TiniH cnmiiienced one of the tenderest friendship&l 
on record. Maacenas was able fully to appreciate the 1 
f;onius of tlie J'oung poet, and gratitude and admiration J 
for the iioblo stntesman's great gifts, attached Horace I 
lo him most devotedly both in life and death. 
• Ejiis. B. 2. 2, p. 356. 
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after he liad beeii iireseuted to the 
minister, Horace followed liis patrou to Bmndusium, 
where in company of Cocceiits Nerva and Capito, be 
iv-as employed in endeavouring to aiTaiige & reeonciiia- 
tion between Antony and Augustus. An amusiag 
description of the miseries of the jonruey thither is 
given by liim in the 5th Satire of the I'irat Book. In 
fact the Odes, Satii-es, and Kpistles supply an auto- 
biography of the poet, in following which bis bio- 
graphers can scarcely err. He volunteered to accom- 
pauy Maecenas in the expedition agiiinst Antony and 
Cleopatra, which ended in the battle of Actium, but 
Msecenas refused the offer, knowing that Horace's 
healtli unfitted him for the voyage. But he nu« 
doubtedly rifjhtly gauged the affection that thus lent 
courage to the unwarlike poet, — and he did not for- 
get it. 

In u.c. 719, B.C. 85, the First Book of Satii'es 
was published, and next yeai- Horace received as a gift 
fiom MEEcenas the Sabine farm which be has immor- 
talised. 

This estate was not extensive, but it produced corn, 
olives, and vines ; and it was surrounded by shady 
woods. It was managed by a bailiff, and cultivated 
by five families of free Coloni. Horace possessed 
also about eight slaves,* From tliis time the genius 
of the poet had its full development. He wrote one 
or two of the Kpodes, it is thought, during his period 
of advci-sity, but they are not equal to those produced 
in the ease and rest from anxiety that he enjoyed on 






' Satires, II.-VII. 



The Secoud Book of Satires next appeared. 

The publicatioD of the Epodes followed; amocgal 
them were some of Horace's earliest compositions 
first gathei-ed together, thongb probably dating from 
the year afl*r his return to Rome. 

The t«n years following the victory of Actium (eel 
brated in the Ninth Epode), were devoted by the pi 
to the composition of his tliree first books of Odes, 

They were published about twenty-thi-ee years befc 
Christ.* 

He had been introduced by iliecenas to Angastus, 
and soon won the favour of the sagacious Emperor. 
Ciesar had hitherto been his own secretary ; he now 
wished to offer tlie post to Horace — a strong proof of 
his trust in the latter's honesty, and his sense of his 
capacity. The sovereign wrote to Mfficenas, telling 
him that hitherto lie had been equal to carrying on his 
own correspondence, but that he was much occupied 
now and infii-m in health, therefore be wanted to rob 
Msecenas of their " friend Homce, who would leave 
his (Mfecenas's) table where he dined as a parasite and 
go to the palace to help him (Augustus) to wril 
letters." Horace declined the offer, unwilling to lea' 
MfEcenas, and dreading, perhaps, the responsibility 
not the jealousy of the court of the Ctesar. But his^ 
refusal was not resented by Augustus, who continued his 
kindness and expressed it in several letters to the poet, 
He says, " If you aie so proud as to disdain my Mend> 
ship, I shall not become haughty in my turn. 

When one remembei-s this bold rejection by the p( 
of the personal semce of the master of the worl( 
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one can scarcely think that his praises of the Emperor 
were either servile or insincere. In fact the better he 
became acquainted with Augustus the more sincerely he 
grew attached to him. The Emperor enriched him by 
many acts of munificence, and sometimes called him 
playfully " a pleasant manikin ; " for the poet was 
shoi-t and corpulent. In another letter the Emperor 
also says, in allusion to his size, " If you lack inches, 
you do not laek a dear little body." 

It was by the express desire of the Emperor tliat the 
Fourth Book of Odes and the Secular Hymn were 
written ; Augustus wishing that his stepsons, Tiberius 
and Dinisus, should receive immortality in the strains 
of Rome's great lyric poet. 

The friendship between Horace and Miecenas grew 
with tlie years. Tlie latter was ever desirous of the 
poet's company, but sometimes Horace excused him- 
self on the plea of his feeble health and love of retire- 
ment, Mfficenaa suffered also from feeble health and 
had been weakly from his childhood. 

" He had laboured fi-om his youth," Mr, Dunlop 
says, " under a perpetual fever, and for many years 
before his death, he suffered much from watchfulness, 
which was greatly aggravated by Ms domestic chagrins. 
Mfficenas was fond of life and enjoyment ; and of life 
even without enjoyment. He confesses, in some verses 
preserved by Seneca, that he would wish to live even 
under every accumulation of physical calamity. 
(Seneca, Epist. 101.) Hence he anxiously resorted 
to different remedies for the cure or relief of this 
distressing malady." He seems to have uttered sad 
complaints to his friend, and Horace, in one of the 
loveliest and most touching of his Odes, — exquisitely 
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\j Sis Tiw^odor^ Ihrdn — passioiiately re- 
fg q x Ai tfS ^-'^ Iv pring kim t^Haiace) so much pain by 
$M«]k2xc cc ris dettiiu Asd dr^Lutes tluit they will be 
SM!k^9<-cmi«ij«rs cc iktt sad joamey; eTen death 
^ *T>T =i:c i:r>ic ihtsi — prophetic words they 



B« iz^ «L sbftc UdE^^itts vifcs ixeliered and spared to 
ii» &!«)£.. «zii Hoe;!^:^ pdLSsded altogether thirty happy 
pncsw cvci^^si viih IiTiz^ a sbnple life on his beloved 
Saioi^ iinsL. krviL^s: ofihr bv occasional visits to Borne 
asski MjK^siasw wtile in their torn his distinguished 
»«ias wvr>f ciiii tv> vish him. 

H^Y^ac^ z)ev^r afeanric^i. and his love poetry has no 
«rdk Of Swiriiic or rts^ of tmth in it. If he ever 
VMva as all it v^fc> the "'Cinenu'^ who won his affections 
^ kfe^ xv>«du a:M kcrsi^if died yonng. The poet's 
3fict?« tiei^tnil bivvr^pher. Sir Theodore Martin, tells 
xsi taia: •* Siic, it anvose. had toached his heart and 
iwtaa^ iiisi ijUXT.^' His Lala£9^. Lvdia, Glvcera, «ltc., 
i*.>«vtiir to c«5 sisuplv iwiical mistresses who had no 
r>r*I lkv*i c^ fcis a&ctions ; and the great immorality of 
tise i^Jrio^i itiaT have b^-en the chief canse of his and 
^^^ otber Rv>fittai^s v>f the npivr class being averse to 
:jia*iT5W^. CT>r:: th^>;lc^. Aucusius tried all means to 

HvVMKV^s w^ju:t vtf r>t^ver>?nce and affection for women 
:sw^* I^rfiayiSH haw v^ri^dnaied in his not having known 
;iic t*fs:sWr vnwrv vtf a uiv^Uier. and bv the little he could 
^^xv $*^e>^ iu his yvHi;h erf domestic life; nor could 
M*wr-AS*s ixvnibk« with his wilful Terentia have done 
;fc:XYthii:;5f K^ excite sxich teehugs* But he was a good 
$v\ft. a kuHl ttvuslier. a devote*! friond, and a warm 
patxk>i. 



MSMOIR, xxiii 

It is difficult for us to tliink that Horace really 
believed in the deities of his mj'^tholog}" ; yet that he 
did so, and was in some sense a devout worshipper of 
them, is certainly proved by his poems. They contain 
hymns to the gods and goddesses — expressions of 
gratitude to them for his preservation from danger, 
and he attributes the calamities of the Romans to 
their neglect of reHgion. 

Philosophy at this period supplemented by its moral 
teaching the deficiencies in the heathen theolog}\ 
Horace's was not that of Epicui'us — except in his 
youth — nor of Zeno ; probably it was rather that of 
the Academy. It was, however, sufficient to form his 
moral character, and to sustain him under trials and 
difficulties. ** The best evidence .... of the claims 
of the poet as a moral philosopher," writes Dean 
Milman, " as a practical observer, and sure interpreter 
of human nature in its social stete, are the countless 
quotations from his works which are become universal 
moral axioms. Their triteness is the seal of their 
veracity ; their peculiar terseness and felicity of ex- 
pression or illustration, may have commended them 
to general acceptance, yet nothing but their intuitive 
truth can have stamped them as household words on 
the memory of educated men. Horace might seem to 
have thrown aside all the abstruser doctrines, the 
more remote speculations, the abstract theories of all 
the diflferent sects, and selected and condensed the 
practical wisdom in his pregnant poetical aphorisms." 

The First Book of the Epistles was pubUshed, it is 
believed, when Horace had attained the age of forty- 
five. They have been thought by many great critics 
the finest productions of his pen, though we think 
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i^ cvoif^r^ with the Odes. A second 
Bm& rf Effisdes £]A>ved the first, some little time 
Limtuu ^gy aad in this wms included the Epistle to 
:^ Kms kiK>«ii » the *' Art of Poetry." 

It «ms IB the fiftr-seTenth year of Horace's life that 
soRv^v iell on him — he lost his friend 



Empeiw stood hv the conch of the dying 
u aikd Mccenas, tme in death to the love he 
Kn tkie pwt« then nttered the words recorded by 
SiMtoia«Ss ^* B«iiiember Flaccos as you would myself." 

TWkv is not a doubt that Augustus would have 
nl£Qed his minisier^s dying wish, and taken his place 
vtth iW |v>^ bat Horace had no longer need of 
laqKraJ &war« His promise to take the last sad 
VJKnwT — 50 terrible to the heathen — ^with his friend, 
w«: k^T^ Kx* faithfully; he surviTed Msecenas only 
li^nfy «>^fk^ Hi$ last illness was sudden and so 
5*f^nr. i5ia5 be hdid mn sti^n^ to sign his will; 
liirtvi-OF ir: ifee ivr>:>aer.vV of witnesses he declared the 
F^yecv'c his heir. 

Hom<v wTfcs $kon and rather stout, with dark hair 
«>i <jyx$^ lU' was undoubtedly of a cheerful, con- 
u<t:»r^. ar>5 as:xiable t^^mivr : tenii^rate in his ordinary 
>,^ : ra^t osf %;t and ^^rnius^ and so loveable by nature, 
;>d(t >je :ss stiU. av.d will prv>bably always be, as 
vvWat *5ta as nuK^h beloveii by succeeding genera- 
tv«s a* fee >fc;fc^ by ihe jwts and statesmen of the 

Ux^s^v m*s bun<\) next to the tomb of Mcecenas at 
\W ^^vw^ity %>t' the Ksqxuline HiU. 
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BOOK I. 



ODE I. 

TO MAECENAS.* 
** Maecenas atavis,^* 

MAECENAS from old princes sprung ! 
My glory and protection strong ! 
Some 'mid Olympian dust delight 
To urge the chariot's rapid flight. 
And watch the glowing axles roll 
Swift round the scarce avoided goal ; 
For them the palm of noble worth 
Exalts above their mother earth. 
Others the civic crown desire, 
And to the triple power aspire. 
And these rejoice in gamers deep 
To store the grain from Libya's heap. 
The swain who loves the pleasing toil 
To hoe his own ancestral soil, 
Not Asia's wealth would tempt to sail 
O'er Myrto*s main and brave the gale. 

* CaiuB Cilxuus Maecenas was said to be descended from Elbius 
Volterrexius, one of the Lucumones or chiefs of Etrniia. 

9 8 
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Tending his miaL city's ease. 

The merchant shuns the stormy seas ; 

Till &iling fdnds and want in view 

Soon lig his shattered fleet anew. 

Another drinks of ancient wine 

Pressed firom the firoit of Massic vine ; 

See his firee limbs at leisure laid 

Beneath the arbnte's gratefiil shade ; 

See now he makes his mossy bed 

Ni^ the cool fountain's sacred head. 

MfOiy prefer a martial life. 

The trumpet-sound and fields of strife. 

With ardour seek the tented plain. 

And battles wage — the mother s bane. 

Exposed to cold nocturnal dews. 

The hunter his employ pursues. 

Unmindful of his consort's charms, 

When his true hound the stag alarms. 

Or when the boar in fury borne 

The well-wove nets and toils hath torn. 

But learning renders me divine. 

With ivy wreaths my temples shine ; 

Far from the world's tumultuous throng 

The nymphs enchant me with their song ; 

When sounds £uterpe's lute again. 

Or Polyhymnia's dulcet strain. 

If I to lyric fame arise 

My brow shall touch th e ver y skies. 

Herbert Grant. 

{By courteous permission, q^ Messrs. Habrison.) 
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ODE II. 

TO AUGUSTUS. 

" Jam satis terrtsJ^ 

Enough of snow and hail in tempests dire 
Have poured on earth, while heaven's eternal sire 
With red right arm at his own temples hurled 
His thunders, and alarmed a guilty world, 

Lest Pyrrha* should again with plaintive cries 
Behold the monsters of the deep arise, 
When to the mountain summit Proteus drove 
His sea-born herd,t and where the woodland dove 

Late perched, his wonted seat, the scaly brood \ 
Entangled hung upon the topmost wood. 
And every timorous native of the plain. 
High-floating, swam amid the boundless main. 

We saw, pushed backward to his native source, 
The yellow Tiber roll his rapid course ; 
With impious ruin threatening Vesta's fane, 
And the great monuments of Numa's reign ; 

With grief and rage while Ilia's t bosom glows, 
Boastful, for her revenge, his waters rose ; 
But now th' uxorious river glides awa}^ 
So Jove commands, smooth-winding to the sea. 

* Alluding to the deluge of Deucalion. Pyrrha was his wife. 

f Seals. 

t Rhea Silvia, the mother of Romulus, was fahled to he the wife of 
the Tiber, into the waters of which she had been thrown by order of 
her uncle Amulius. Ovid mentions her as wife to the Anio, Amores 
III., 6, 45. 



6 THE ODES OF HORACE. 

And jet, less numerous by their parents' crimes, 
Our sons shall hear, shall hear to latest times. 
Of Roman aims with civil gore imbrued, 
Which better had the Persian* foe subdued. 

Among her guardian gods, what pitying power 
To i*aise her sinking state shall Rome implore ? 
Shall her own hallowed virgins' earnest prayer 
Harmonious charm offended Vesta's ear ? 

To whom shall Jove assign to pui^e away 
The guilty deed ? Come, then, bright god of day, 
But gracious veil thy shoulders beamy bright. 
Oh ! veil in clouds th' unsufferable light. 

Or come, sweet queen of smiles, while round thee rove 
On wanton wing, the powers of mirth and love ; 
Or hither. Mars, thine aspect gracious bend, 
And powerful, thy neglected race defend. 

Parent of Rome, amidst tlie rage of fight 
Sated with scenes of blood, thy fierce delight, 
Thou, whom the polished helm, the noise of arms 
And the stem soldier's frown with transport warms : 

Or thou, fair Maia's winged son appear. 
And human shape t in prime of manhood wear ; 
Declared the guardian of th' imperial state. 
Divine avenger of great Caesai-'s fate : 

Oh ! late return to heav'n, and may thy reign 
With lengthened blessings fill tliy wide domain ! 

♦ Parthians, called Persians because they i>osse3sed Pci*sia. 
f The form of Augustus. Theie was a singular likeness between 
Augustus and the statues of ^[crcury. 
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Nor let thy people's crimes provoke thy flight, 
On air swift rising to the realms of light. 

Great prince and father of the state, receive 
The noblest triumphs which thy Rome can give ; 
Nor let the Parthian with unpunished pride, 
Beyond liis bounds, O Caesar, dare to ride. 

Philip Francis, D.D. 



ODE III. 

TO THE SHIP IN WHICH VIRGIL SAILED 

TO ATHENS. 

" Sic U Divar 

So may the auspicious queen of love. 
And the twin stars * (the seed of Jove), 
And he who rules the raging wind, 
To thee, O sacred ship, be kind. 
And gentle breezes fill thy sails. 
Supplying soft Etesian gales. 
As thou, to whom the muse commends 
The best of poets and of friends. 
Dost thy committed pledge restore, 
And land him safely on the shore ; 
And save the better part of me 
From perishing with him at sea. 
Sure he, who first the passage tried, 
In hardened oak his heart did hide, 
And ribs of iron armed his side I 
Or his at least, in hollow wood 

* The Gemini, favourable to mariners. 



rsr '::>MS of uqkacil 

Vb7 nemfOid irsc dbe Wiaj food ; 
N^rr )uli2vs MIS32IC oa 



V^^ vscvQiKCwd. vitk sSkmUksI sight. 



A:z»i iii!CixsQt»c^ rSIbxic nt die deep ? 
0«fw£ ^^cvwol ^le neks of rmn go, 
^-^ sQ^nrutis iic^Rf • joi rocks below ? 
h v:i:ix iSi N jLins^^s wise eonuund 
Ft^riw Uie wisdtc^ £:vaA tke luid, 
I: Jatra^ ^^i^is^ kxiI ]b»hl pcofitue, 

A!»£ f46:s^ ;ik: witi d)^ KHzridless deepu 
Ns' ^^tL ^ko iE«cvi$kip caoi lestnin 
Aut^^x^^<l8$ ^ttdui mTKR<d to pain ; 
TSfcir wvNt^? v^xx&C!l^i. the inoie he tries, 
A:^i *t Kvr^iNidest qoaurnr flies;, 
Tit-j^ WW rtvuh^theos did aspiie, 
AkxI $:v 1^ trv^m h^ ax^n the reed of fire : 
A tr^itt o4t Uls, « ^:h^tlr exew, 
The tv^bWr^s bWing tmok pursae ; 
Fiefvv F^uaoine^ with her meagie face. 
And fevers of the fiery r«ee. 
In $w«rm$ the offending wretch surround, 
AU hrvH>diug on the Wasted ground ; 
And limping IVath. lashed on by Fate, 
Comes up to shorten half our date. 
This made not Dedalus beware 
AVith borrowed wings to sail in'air 2 
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To Hell Alcides forced his way, 

Plunged through the lake, and snatched the prey. 

Nay, scarce the gods, or heavenly climes 

Are safe from our audacious crimes : 

"We reach at Jove's imperial crown. 

And pull the unwilling thunder down. 



TO LUCIUS SESTIUS.* 
" SolvilvT atris hiems." 
By spring and zephyr's gladsome sway 
Unloosed, stem winter hastes away. 
Again the vessel tempts the sea ; 
The herds again bound o'er the lea ; 
His ingle-nook the hind forsakes, 
And frosts no longer bleach the brakes. 
Beneath the moon, o'er grassy meads 
The sprightly dance soft Venus leads ; 
And linked the Nymphs' and Graces' train 
With foot alternate beats the plain ; 
While Mulciber with kindling fires 
The Cyclops' toilsome forge inspires. 

Now round the brow be myrtle twined 
In verdant braid ; now chaplets hind 

iciuE Sestius waa t!ie snn ot the Seating defended by Cii^ni. He 

id ander Bnittis in Macedonia, nnd always retained his atfectiiH] 

t his formal leader, presBTviiie bis images. Angnstns, hoverer 

monring his iidelitj, appninted him Consnl SalTectas in his own 
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Of fiowers, from Earth's freed bosom thi-own ; 
The sacrifice now lead to Faun, 
Lambkin or kid, wbicbe'ei' he claim, 
In grove deep-hallowed with his name. 

Pale Death knocks with impartial foot 
At prince's hall and peasant's hut : 
Warned, Sestius, by life's brief amount 
Forbear on distant bliss to count. 
Soon, soon to realms of night away, 
Hun'ied where fabled spectres play, 
Thou shalt, 'neath Pluto's shadowy doom, 
— Thyself a shadow, — thither come. 
No more shall dice allot to thee 
The banquet's jovial sovereignty ; " 
Nor Chloe more shalt thou admire 
The virgin's pride, the youth's desire. 

AnCHDEACON AVranghaw. 



ODE V. 
TO PYRRHA. 

" Qids mulfa gracilis" 
What slender youth, bedewed with liquid odours. 
Courts thee on roses in some pleasant cave, 

Pyrrha ? For whom bind'st thou 

In wreaths thy golden hair. 

Plain in thy ueatntss ? O how oft shall he 
On faith and changed gods complain, and seas 
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Rough with black winds, and storms 
Unwonted shall admire ! 

Who now enjoys thee credulous, all gold, 
Who, always vacant, always amiable 

Hopes thee, of flattering gales 

Unmindful. Hapless they 

To whom thou untried seem'st fair. Me, in my vowed 
Picture, the sacred wall declares to have hung 

My dank and dropping weeds 

To the stern god of sea. 

Milton. 



ODE VL 

TO M. VIPSANIUS AGRIPPA.* 

'* Scriberis Varwfortis" 

*Tis by Varius that Song, borne on pinions Homeric, 
Shall exalt thy renown as the valiant and victor. 
Whatsoe'er the bold soldier by land or by ocean 
With thee for his leader achieved. 

Themes so lofty we slight ones attempt not, Agrippa, 
Nor the terrible wrath of unyielding Pelides, 

* Agiippa was sprung from an obscure family, but happening to be 
a fellow student of Octavius at Apollonia he became one of his most 
intimate associates, and in the end the most influential adviser of the 
Emperor of the world. He made the Roman navy ; defeated Sextus 
Pompeius, then master of the sea ; and secured by his skill the victory 
at Actium. He built aqueducts and adorned Rome with magnificent 
buildings. He twice refused a triumph. Note (tbbrevicUed from Lord 
Lylton, 
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Nor the fell house of Pelops, nor seas wliich Ulysses 
The double-tongued hero, explored. 

While the Muse who presides over lutestrings unwar- 

Uke, 
And my own sense of shame would forbid me to lessen. 
By the inborn defect of a genius unequal. 
The gloiies of Cffisar and thee. 

Who can worthily sing Mars in adamant tunic, 
Or Meiion all grim with the dust-cloud of Ilion, 
Or Tydides, when, thanks to the favour of Pallaa, 
He stood forth a match for the gods ? 

We of feasts, we of battles, on youth rashly daring 
Waged by maids armed with nails too well pared for 

much slaughter, 
Sing, devoid of love's flame ; or, if somewhat it scorch 
us. 

Still wont to make light of the pain. 

Lord Lytton. 
(By amrteovs permiasiQn n/ Messrs. Blal-kwood,) 



ODE TU. 

TO MUNATIUS PLANCUS.* 

" Laudahunt alii." 
Some Ehol s or Lesbos 'n the'r lays 
And some will t n ed sea d Cor ntl i ra se 

• Muniitim Plan u w first h aih f D Binhia 

the frioud of Ant ny ti a ngth url (J 

was at Ilia sugges on he nam A "us u as n 
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Or Thebes, or Delphi's hallowed towers 
And some TheBsaltan Tempe'a bowers. 
Others in still unwearied verse 
PallaB, thy city's fame rehearse ; 
And (prized above each rival boug'i) 
With olive chaplet wreathe their brow ; 
"While rich Mycente many a Muse, 
Or Argoa' steeds with song pursues, 

Me, nor unflinching Sparta's groves, 
Nor so Larissa's verdure moves, 
As does Albunea's sounding dome, 
And headlong Anio's sheet of foam ; 
And the irriguous orchard's pride 
Which quaffs at will the fattening tide. 

Oft does the south wind's ministry 
Sweep the black tempest from the sky, 
Nor aye breeds storms. So, Plancus thou 
Wisely with wine chase care and woe ; 
Whether 'mid banners bright arrayed 
Or in thy Tiber's dear loved shade. 

His home, his sire when Teucer * fled 
The poplar garland round his head, 
Dropping with wine he turned, and cried 
(His friends all saddening at his side). 

" Comrades where Fortune (kinder she 
Than Telamon) shall marshal me, 
We'll go ; nor, gallant hearts, despair — 
Teucer your guide leaves nought to fear. 
When press our steps a foreign strand 
And a new city decks the land. 
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^■>>r 4W^>fT?^ \rf v-iT ii$ ttdirtSd pnde ? 

WVy Kv^t^ bi^ not his limb<s grown bUck 
\V\tk WiMTtiig wtu:^ vxr kb strong back 

With wbiob b^ tbKw the bar? 
I* b<^ bk^ Tb^^m*' son CQ«iceided 
Axvi frvxm «U m*nI,T s|KMis witbbeld, 

T<v k«i?p bim mI^ fipo^a^ ^^^ ^ 

John £vxi.th* 
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ODE IX. 

TO TPALIARCHUS. 

" Vides, ut alt&r 

Behold yon mountain's hoary height 
Made higher with new mounts of snow : 

Again behold the winter's weight 
Oppress the labouring woods below ; 

And streams with icy fetters bound 

Benumbed and cramped to solid ground. 

With well-heaped logs dissolve the cold 
And feed the genial hearth with fires ; 

Produce the wine that makes us bold, 
And sprightly wit and love inspires ; 

For what hereafter shall betide 

God (if 'tis worth His care) provide. 

Let Him alone with what He made, 

To toss and turn the world below ; 
At His command the storms invade, 

The winds by His commission blow, 
Till with a nod He bids them cease. 
And then the calm returns and all is peace. 

To-morrow and its works defy ; 

Lay hold upon the present hour, 
And snatch the pleasures passing by 

To put them out of Fortune's power ; 
Nor love nor love's delights disdain — 
Whate'er thou gett'st to-day, is gain. 



-la-X^ "J^ BOMACE. 
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When as a boy the oxen stolen by thee, 
He urged thee to restore, light-fingered one I 
Chiding Apollo turned and laughed to see 
His quiver gone, 

Rich-laden Priam, by thy favour led 
Amid the foe beneath the encompassed wall, 
Through sentries and Thessalian watch-fires sped 
Unseen by all. 

'Tis thine the unbodied spirits of the blessed. 
To guide to bliss, and with thy golden rod 
To rule the shades ; above, below, caressed 
By every god. 

G. J. Whyte-Melville. 



ODE XI. 
TO LEUCONOE. 

Strive not, Leuconoe, to know what end 

The gods above to me or thee will send ; 

Nor with astrologers consult at all, 

That thou mayst better know what can befall ; 

Whether thou liv'st more winters, or thy last 

Be this, which Tyrrhen waves 'gainst rocks do cast. 

Be wise ! drink free, and in so short a space 

Do not protracted hopes of life embrace, 

Whilst we are talking, envious time doth slide : 

This day's thine own ; the next may be denied. 

Sir Thomas Hawkins. 1625. 



rmS CtBE$ or WOMACM. 



Tv> Arorsirs^ 



^IK^aiK jp;«i. O C&L irSI Tcm praise. 



A3»t ^«i>(ii j& smi»l dpfcijifi pbjed* 



Oe ni^ :fikv«isv :fi3ii A mtJ die vind : 
T)i^ 2b$«!KQ£3^ cifeks v'i^ jeii die cdD, 
A:i3i j^ tibrcr wco^Mirts^ ki&s behind. 

>VV\$»f $^itT^ fr:K.;ec!vx$ oVr stMi uid land, 
TV to^ vvT 2afc*rtt ^usui jjxk ;feK>Te, 



To rix^fcl Jovv. :5kdtt iK>oe «:S)ar^ ; 

IV Oiwi wiU I $lxik^ iW string;, 
111 iiittiiWn^ lik^ lus own I'U sing« 



BOOK I.— ODE XII. 

(The muse Alcides sliall reeound ; 

Tbe twins of Leda sliall succeed ; 
I This for the standing figUt reuowiiod, 

And that for managing the steed, 

I "Whose stai' shines innocently still : 

The clouds disperse ; the tempests cease ; 

I The waves, obedient to theii' will, 

Sink down, and hush their rt^e to peace. 

iNext shall I Numa's pious reign. 

Or thine, Romulus, relate ; 
I Or Eome, by Brutus freed again ; 

Or haughty Cato'a glorious fate ? 

I Or dwell on noble Patilus' * fame, 

Too lavish of the patriot's blood ? 
I Or Kegulus' immortal name. 

Too obstinately just and good ? 

" These, with Camillus brave and bold, 
And other chiefs of matchless might, 
Rome's vii-tuous poverty of old 
Severely seasoned to the fight. 

I Like trees, Marcellus' glory grows 

With an insensible advance ; 
\ The Julian star, like Cynthia, glows, 

Who leads the planetary dance. 

I The Fates, O sire of human race. 

Intrust great Csesai' to thy care ; 
I Give him to bold thy second place, 

And reign thy sole vicegerent here, 

" EiniliuB I'nuluB, after tho lost battle of Caniiie, which had been 
C(iu((ht by liu advice, refused a horse offered to him by a tiibiine of tiu) 
•oldiere, not desiring life. He perished on the field. 
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OF HORACE. 



vV V ias risrs? tbe Seres doom; 
Ot Ttap:ST Pacrdift dreads his name, 
Asi V ^ ijesr btr^rr ned^ to Kome ; 

xv^^ ca .^*" rrv»^«^ At K>lts are hurled, 
A3»i A^ J^^ «ff shiikes hemTen above, 

H* ti*^ mi»:«5a« am« the worid, 
Ti? 3CM isc^nsr h«t to Joxe. 

Chbibtopheb Pett. 



TO LYDIA. 



s thou the TOST neck of Telephns, 
The ^raxen anns of Telephns, art praising, 
TtVoe is me, Lvdia, how my jealous heart 

Swells with the anguish I would Tainly smother. 

Then in mv mind thought has no settled base. 
To and firo shifts upon my cheek the colour. 

And tears that ^de adown in stealth reveal 

By what slow fires mine inmost self consumeth. 

I bum, or whether quarrel o'er his wine, 

StaiD with a braise dishonouring thy white shoulders, 
Or whether my boy-rival on thy lips 

Leave by a scar the mark of his rude kisses. 



i 
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Hope not, if thou wouldst hearken unto me, 
That one so little kind prove always constant ; 

Barbarous indeed to wound sweet lips imbued 
By Venus with a fifth part * of her nectar. 

Thrice happy, ay more than thrice happy, they 
Whom one soft bond unbroken binds together, 

Whose love serene from bickering and reproach 
In life's last moment finds the first that severs. 

Lord Lytton. 

{By courteous permission of Messrs. Blackwood.) 



ODE XIV. 

TO A SHIP.+ 
** navis, referent,** 

Yet on fresh billows seaward wilt thou ride, 
O ship ? What dost thou ? Seek a hav'n and there 
Best thee : for lo ! thy side 
Is oarless all, and bare. 



* ''Quinta parte sui nectaris." It has been disputed whether 
Horace means by this expression the Pythagorean quintessence, whicli 
is ether. Most modem translators so take it-—'' an interpretation," 
says Macleane, ''which I am surprised to find Orelli adopts with 
others, that does not commend itselr to my mind at all." Neither does 
it to mine. I think the interpretation rendered by Dillenburger much 
1^ pedantic and more poetical. The ancients supposed that honey 
contained a ninth or tenth part of nectar, and therefore the lips of 
Lydia were imbued with double the nectar bestowed on honey. — Lord 
LytUyiCs note, 

t The Ship ot State ; the Roman Empire already torn by the civil 
strife of ye**^. — Ep. 
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And the swift sonth-west wind hath maimed thy mast, 
And thy yards creak, and, every cable lost. 
Yield must thy keel at last 

On tyrannous sea-waves tossed 

Too nidely. Goodly canvas is not thine. 
Nor gods,* to hear thee when thy need is sorest ; 
Time, thou — a Pontic pine t 
Child of a stately forest — 

Boast'st rank and empty name ; but little trust 
The frightened seamen in a painted stem. 
Stay — or be mocked thou must 
By every wind in turn. 

Flee — what of late sore burden was to me, 
Now a sad memory and a bitter pain, — 
Those shining Cyclads flee, 
That stud the far off main. 

C. S. Calverley. 



ODE XV. 

THE PROPHECY OF NEREUS. 
" Pastor cum trahereV^ 

From Sparta's hospitable shore. 
His prize when faithless Paris bore, 
While guilt impatient crowds his sail. 
Prophetic Nereus t checks the gale, 

• At the stem of a sliip the tutelary gods of Rome were seneraUy 
placed with an altar ; the meaning is that the divinities displeased at 
the Civil Wars withdrew their protection. — Ed. 

+ The pinewfod of Pontus was the best for shipbuilding. — Ed. 

X A god of the sea, the son of Oceanus and Tethys. 



SOOK L—ODB Xr. 



I By force the flying robber holds, 

I And thus the wrath of heaven unfolds : 



I 



* In vain thy fleet ti'ansports the dame, 

"Whom injured Greece shall soon reclaim, 

Prepared to break thy lawless tie, 

And Priam's ani;ient realm destroy. 

Behold the troops, the foaming steed, 

To labours doomed, and doomed to bleed I 

Bee \ victim to thy lewd desli-es, 

Thy country blaze with funeral fii-es t 

Bee ! Pallas eager to engage. 

Prepares her car and martial rage : 

She waves her fegis, nods her pluineG, 

And all the pomp of war assumes ! 

In vain, devoted to thy side. 

Shall Cytherea swell thy pride ; 

In vain thj' graceful locks express 

The studied elegance of dress ; 

Thy languid harp, with amorous air. 

In vain shall chaim the listening fair ; 

The palace screen thy conscious heart 

In vain, against the Cretan dart, 

And Ajax, nimble to pursue. 

What though, concealed from public view, 

The chamber guards thy nicer ear 

From aU the horrid din of war ! 

At length, adulterer ! fall thou must, 

And trail those beauteous locks in dust ! 

See ! author of thy country's fate, 

Ulysses, practised in deceit. 

Behold the hoary PyUan sage 

Against her forfeit towers engage. 



riiX aikSS OF HORACB. 



\ihsSL Tvri^as skilL in niioiis fight. 

TNt^&fes^ ^siMkSief Y&ja kk size, 

T^ fiaii ^keie. V«ras with martiil fire. 

Bml » :t icruiaf s&i^ w)io spies 

TW i&tiLSt) v^iaiL vxxh tenor flies ; 

S<^ skfth u>.>qL flr« with puitiiig breath, 

AbI fikheruig luEabsv dfee iq^pottch of demth. 

\Vh«fe is ihr KMkSt^ eounge ? IHiere 

TVy ftottisis piloted to tltoe bit ? 

TIkmk$|i &eiw A^illes* saUm hme 

Awhik pc^^tTKts the citr's &te, 

H«iiT^a(i shftU its ri^teous doom reqaire. 

And TroT in Gxeciui fl;iines e^^ire ! ' 

E. Gabxeb. 



DDK XVL 

A PALINODE, 

"^ O matn pukkrur 

Ny3iph of a beauteous mother bom, 
Whom still superior charms adorn. 
My slanderous verses as you please 
Destroy, by flames, or in the seas. 
Not Phoebus could his prophets fire 
Nor Bacchus to extremes so dire 
Nor Corybantian cymbals wound 
The ear with such a clattering sound 
As baleful rage, which neither flame. 
Nor steel, nor tempest can reclaim ; 
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And Jove, its madness to restrain, 
Would hurl his triple bolt in vain. 
'Tis said when Japhet's son * began 
To mould the clay and fashion man. 
He stole from every beast a part, 
And fixed the lion in his heart. 

From rage the tragic ills ai*ose 
Thatt crushed Thyestes ; hence the woes 
Of cities, with the ground laid even 
And ploughshares o'er their ashes driven. 
Then curb your anger ; heat of youth, 
(I now, with shame confess the truth), 
Prompted alone my guilty muse 
In rapid numbers to abuse 
Your blameless name — ^forgiven by you 
I will a softer theme pursue. 

W. DUNCOMBE. 



ODE XVIL 

TO TYNDAKIS- 

** Velox amomum.^ 

Pan from Arcadia's hiUs descends 

To visit oft my Sabine seat ; 
And here my tender goats defends 
From rainy winds, and summer's fiery heat ; 

For when the vales, wide-spreading round 

The sloping hills, and polished rocks 
With his harmonious pipe resound, 
In fearless safety graze my wandering flocks ; 

* Prometheus. 
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In safety, through the woody brake. 

The latent shrabs and thyme explore. 
Nor longer dread the speckled snake. 
And tremble at the martial wolf no more. 

Their poet to the gods is dear; 

They love his piety and muse; 
And all our rural honours here 
Their flow'ry wealth around thee shall diffuse. 

Here shall you tune Anacreon's lyre, 
Beneath a shady mountain's brow. 
To sing frail Circe's guilty fire, 
And chaste Penelope's unbroken vow. 

Far frY>m the burning dog-star's rage, 

Here shall you quaff our harmless wine; 
Nor here shall Mars intemperate wage 
Rude war with hii>i who rules the jovial viae. 

Nor Cyrus' bold suspicions fear ; 

Not on thy softness shall he lay 
His desperate hand, thy clothes to tear. 
Or brutal snatch thy festal crown away. 

Fkancis. 



BOOK I.~ODE XVm. 



TO VARUS* 
" Nullam, Vare,"^ 
RouHT CatUus' walla, or in Tibur'a rich soil. 
To plant the glad vine be my Varus' first toil ; 
For God hiith proposed to the wretch, who's athirat, 
To drink ; or with heart-gnawing cares to be cursed. 
Of war, or of want, who e'er prates o'er his wine ? 
For 'tis thine. Father Bacchus ; bright Venus, 'tie 

thine, 
To charm all his cares ; yet that no one may pass 
The freedom and mirth of a temperate glass, 
Let us think on the Lapithte's quarrels so dire, I 
And the Thracians, whom wine can to madness inspire: 
Insatiate of liquor, when glow their full veins. 
No distinction of vice, or of viiiue remains. 
Great god of the vine, who dost candour approve, 
L I ne'er will thy statues profanely remove ; 
1 1 ne'er will thy rites, so mysterious, betray 
I To the broad-glaring eye of the tale-telliug day. 
\ Oh ! stop the loud cymbal, the comet's alarms, 
I "Whose sound, when the Bacchanal's bosom it warms, 
l Arouses self-love, by blindness misled, 
LAnd vanity, lifting aloft the light head; 
I And honoui', of prodigal spiiit, that shows, 
■ Transparent as glass, all the secrets it knows. 

Francis. 

oet, Quinctilins Yarns, the Epieurean and friend of Augustas 
|uid Tirf^l. 

i- This ode is an imitation oi one writtea by Alcieua on ttitf fiaitie 
nbjeat, and iu the same kind of verse, 
t A people of Thessaly, near Mount Olympns. During the majtiage 
A uf thoii king they were hIiilu iu u combat with the Centaiuv. 
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TO GLYCERA. 

" Maie-r sin-a Cvpidinuin." 
Thk tyrant queen of soft deaires, 

With the resistless aid of sprightly wine, 
And wanton ease, conspires 

To make my heart its peace resign. 
And to admit love's long rejected firea. 
For beauteous Glycera I burn ; 

The flames so long repelled with double force return : 
Endless her charms appear, and shine more bright 
Than polished marble when reflecting light : 
With winning coyness she my soul disarms ; 
And when her looks are coldest, most she warms : 
Her face darts forth a thousand rays 
Whose lustre an miwary sight betrays ; 
My eyeballs swim, and I grow giddy while I gaze. 
She comes ! she comes ! she rushes in my veins I 
At once all Venus enters, and at large she reigns t 
Cyprus no more with her abode is blessed, 
I am her palace, and her throne my breast. 
Of savage Scythian arms no more I write, 
Or Parthian archera, who, in flying, fight, 
And make rough war their sport : 

Such idle themes no more shall move, 
Nor any thing but what's of high import ; 

And what's of high import hut love ? 
Vervain and gums, and the green turf prepare j 

With wine of two years old your cups be filled : 
After our sacrifice and prayer 

The goddess may incline her heart to yield. 

CONGRKVB. 
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ODE XX. 

TO MAECENAS. 
" Vile potabis," 

I CAN but offer Sabine wine 

In modest cups, which I laid by 
When in the theatre thou and thine 
Received all Rome's applauding cry : 

loved Mflecenas, honoured knight ! 

As from old Tiber's banks the cheer 
To Vatican's re-echoing height 

FeU on a mighty nation's ear : 

For thee the Csecuban o'erflows, 
With all that Cales' press distils ; 

Ah ! not for me Falemian grows 
Or Formifie's grape my goblet fills. 

Herbert Grant. 

(By kind per^nission of Messrs. Haiirison.) 



ODE XXI. 

TO DIANA AND APOLLO. 

**Dianam ienerce.'' 

Sing virgins ! sing the tender Dian's fame ; 
Shout, boys ! the ever-blooming Cynthian's name ; 

Latona too, the secret love 

Of all-subduing Jove. 
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Laud her, ye girls ! who guards the mountain rill. 
The woods that wave on Algidus' cool hill, 

And Erimanthus' deepening shades. 
And Cragus' verdant glades. 
Be not outdone, ye boys ! but shouts of praise 
For Tempe and Apollo's Delos raise — 

The quivered god, who at his side 
His brother's lyre hath tied. 
In CsBsar's reign may he propitious please 
To drive from us war, famine, and disease 

To Parthian wilds or Britain's shore, 
While ye his aid implore. 

Whyte-Mblville. 



ODE XXII. 

TO ARISTIUS FUSCUS.* 
" Integer vitm" 

The man, my friend, whose conscious heart 
With virtue's sacred ardour glows, 

Nor taints with death th' envenomed dart. 
Nor needs the guard of Moorish bows. 

O er icy Caucasus he treads. 

O'er torrid Afric's faithless sands 
Or where the famed Hydaspes spreads 
His liquid wealth through barbarous lands. 

* An author and a very dear and intimate friend of Horace. He 
was a man of high moral character. 
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For while in Sabine forests charmed 

By Lalage, too far I strayed. 
Me — singing careless and unarmed — 

A furious wolf approached— and fled. 

No beast more dreadful ever stained 

Apulia's spacious wilds with gore, 
No beast more fierce Numidia's land 

(The lion's thirsty parent) bore. 

Place me where no soft summer gale 
Among the quivering branches sighs, 

Where clouds condensed for ever veil 
With horrid gloom the frowning skies. 

I^lace me beneath the burning zone, 

A clime denied to human race. 
My flame for Lalage I'll own ; 

Her voice, her smiles, my song shall grace. 

Dr. Johnson. 



ODE XXIII.* 

TO CHLOE. 

" Vitas htnnuleoy 



Chloe, me thou shunnest, like a fawn. 
Who by mountain tracks her scared dam, 

Seeks devious — breeze or wood 

Oft misdoubting in empty fear. 

* This Ode and Epode iii. are taken, by Professor Newman's kind 
permission, from his version of the Odes. He has translated them on 
the principle of adhering to one special English metre for each special 
Horatian metre. 
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Should the arriving Spring o'er quivering leaves. 
Bristle rude, or should the liquid green 

A bramble move aside, 

Quick she trembles in breast and knees. 

Yet not I, as tiger fierce to rend, 

Or Gsetulian lion follow thee. 

Oh, leave thy mother's side 
Ripe at length for a dearer love. 

Professor Newman. 



ODE XXIV. 

TO VIRGIL.* 

" Quis desiderioJ*^ 

Ah me ! what bounds can sorrow know, 
Or in what measured cadence flow 

For one so loved, so dear ? 
Teach, plaintive muse ! to whom is given. 
The lyre that charms the sons of heaven, 

To soothe a mortal ear. 

Doth then the power of endless Sleep 
In his cold grasp Quinctilius keep ? 

Doth he remorseless bind 
The bold but unassuming youth. 
Whose spotless faith, unvarnished truth. 

Have left no peer behind ? 

* On the death of his friend Quinctilius Varus. 
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Wept by the virtuous and the wise, 
But most by thee, friend ! he lies, 

Whose pious prayers in VHin 
From tbe unheeding gods implore. 
That they would to thine arms reatore 

Quinctilius once again. 

Couldst then the Thracian bard excel 
Whose magic song enchanted bell, 

Yet vain weie all thuie aji ! 
Life's ruddy flame would ne'er return 
To kindle in theii" marble uru 

The ashes of the heart ; 

Nor couldst thou from the Stygian coast 
Becall the pale depaited ghost 

From its relentless guide, 
'Tis hard ! — but resignation knows 
To soothe irrepai'able woes, 

And Fate's stern will abide. 

Rev. R. N. Fresch. 



ODE XX'V. 
TO l.VDIA. 
" PuTciuajunctas." 
The amorous youths with heated breast 
Thy windows rarely now molest ; 
Their songs thy rest disturb no more, 
And quiet hangs thy silent door, 
Now lass and less each hour tby ear 
These plaintive strains of love shall lienr, 
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" Lydia ! while slumbers close thine eye. 
We freeze beneath the midnight sky ! ** 
But thou, in turn when time's decay 
Bids all thy beauties fade away, 
In the dark streets the wanton crew 
With trembling voice shalt shameless woo. 
While rage for unappeased desires. 
And slighted love thy bosom fires, 
The amorous train for younger brows 
Shall twine the myrtle's verdant boughs, 
And all thy withered garlands lave 
With scorn in Hebra's wintry wave. 

H. J. Pye, 

Poet Laureate, 1813. 



ODE XXVI. 

TO HIS MUSE. 
'* Musis amicus J* 

Friend to the Muse, this day I give 
My sorrows to the Cretan wave : 

This day to love and friendship live. 
Nor think a thought of king or slave. 

Careless alike whose scourge is laid 
On Asian hill or ScjiJiian snow. 

Beside the Muses' stream, I braid 
The chaplet for my Lamia's brow. 
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Come, Muse ! without thee dies the wreath ; 

Thy hand its rosiest buds muat twine : 
Thy lip its sweetest fragrance breathe ; 

Its life, bloom, beftuty, all be thine. 

Rev. Georqe Orolt. 



TO HIS COMPANIONS." 

"Naiia in wum." 
With glasses, made for gay delight, 
'Tis Thi-acian, savage rage, to fight. 
With such intemperate, bloody fray, 
Fright not the modest god away. 

Monstrous ! to see the dagger shine 
Amidst the midnight joys of wine. 
Here bid this impious clamour cease, 
And press the social couch in peace. 

Say, shall I drink this heady wine,t 
Pressed from the rough Falemian vine ? 
Instant, let yonder youth impart 
The tender story of his heart, 

* Horace was at an eutertniniueiit, nhen n dispute began to iiiflams 
sotne of the comtisn}', ulreaiiy heated with wine. Instead of en- 
deavouring to restore jioaoo by grave advice and sober reasoning, hi 
makes litem a gay potMBul of drownine all qimrreU in a bumper. It 
was cheerfully reoBivea, and yrobably the sueoesa of it made the poet 
thiDk it worthy of being thaaubJBot of an ode. — San. 

t Athensns tells us there were two hindn of Falemian wine : one, 
g and heady ; the other, Btnooth and sweet. The poet therefore 
I to drink a cnp of the stronger kind, though he knew the strengtl: 
kl^ to show at what expense he would recover the i^ood humonr of 
n* company.— Fmiifit. 
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My what drar wound he blissful dies, 
And whence the gentle an-ow flies. 

What 1 does the bashful boy deny ? 
Then, if I drink it let me die. 
"Whoe'er she be, a generous flame 
Can never know the blush of ehama 
Thy breast no slave-born Venus firea, 
But fair, ingenuous love inspires. 
Then safely whisper in my ear. 
For all such trusts are sacred here. 

Ah ! worthy of a better flame ! 
Unhappy youth ! is she the dame ? 
Unhappy youth ! how ai-t thou lost. 
In what a sea of tronhlea tossed ! 
What drugs, what witchcraft, or what charms, 
What god can free thee from her arms ? 
Scarce Pegasus can disengage 
Thy heart from this Chimera's rage. 

Feancis. 



(The sea, the earth, the innumerahlt Rand, 
Archytas, thou couMst measure ; how, alas I 
A little dust on Matine shore has spanned 
That soaring spirit ; vain it was to pass 
■Hid' 
rani 



ODE XXVIIT. 
ARCHYTAS." 

" 7V mam el Imif. 



ArckytaB wast a celebrated routheniBtxciaii nnd philosopher, and 

to be the ijiventor of analytical geometry. He was t. Greek of 

Tarentum, and is thought to hare been contemporary with Plato. — Ep, 
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, and send thy soul in quest 



The gates of heaven, i 

O'er air's wiile realms ; for thou hadst yet to die. 
Ay, dead is Pelops' father, heaven's own guest. 

And old Tithonus, wrapt fi-om earth to sky. 
And Minos, made the council friend of Jove, 

And Panthus' son * has yielded up his breath 
Once more, though down he plucked the shield to 
provu 

His prowess under Troy, and bade gi'im death 
O'er akin and nerves alone exert its power. 

Not he, you grant, in nature meanly read. 
Yes, all " await the inevitable hour ; " 

The downward journey all one day must ti-ead. 
Some bleed to glut the war-god's savage eyes ; 

Fate meets the sailor from the liuugry brine ; 
Youth jostles age in funeral obsequies ; 

Each brow in turn is touched by Prosei'pine.f 
Me, too, Orion's mate, the southern blast 

Whelmed in deep death beneath the IHyrian wave. 
But grudge not, sailor, of driven sand to cast 

A handful on my head, that owns no grave. 
So, though the Eastern tempests loudly threat 

Hesperia's main, may green Venusia's crown 
Be stripped, while you lie warm ; may blessings yet 

Stream from Tarentum's guard, great Neptune, down, 
And gracious Jove, into your open lap ! 

What ! shrink ye not from crime whose puuishmeiit 
Falls on your innocent children ? it may hap 
perious Fate will make youi'self repent. 



" Euphorbua, ti vHliant Trojan ; but lioip meuat for Pytliagoras, who 
lerWif that Iio liml lived tdfore in the fonn of Euphorbufl.— En, 

J + Who WM belJBVud to cut a look of hnir from the heoJ of oue 

Hy iuR. — /VaiHtis, 
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&Iv prayers shall reat'li the aveugei- of all wrong ; 

No expiations sbiOll the curse unbind, 
Great though your haste, I would not task you long ; 
Thrice sprinkle dust, then scud before the wind. 
John Coninoton, M,A. 
{By com-Uoa* ptrmtHon 0/ ULisma. BELi.}fl 



TO ICCIUS.* 
"Tcci, healis." 
IccicB, tlie blessed Arabia's gold 
Can you with envious eye behold? 
Or will you boldly take the fieldj 
And teach Subtea's kings to yield, 
Or meditate the di-eadfiil Mede 
In chains triumphantly to lead ? 

Should you her hapless lover slay, 
"What captive maid shall own thy sway:' 
AVhat coui'tly youth with essenced Iiair 
Shall at thy board the goblet beai', 
Skilful with hia gi-eat father's art 
To wing with death Uie pointed dart ? 

Who shall deny thiit streams ascend. 
And Tiber's currents backward bend, 
When you have all our hopes beti'ayed ; 
You, that far other promise made j 

* Icoius WOB B student of jihilosophy, but nliauJunEcl Lis studiu's _. 
n an expedition into Arabia. He nag afteriTiitiis stewiird o(." 
liipiKi'B SieiliBn wtates. 
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When all your volumes, learned store ! 
The treasures of Socratic lore, 
Once bought at mighty price, in vain, 
Are sent to purchase arms in Spain ? 

FSANCIS. 



ODE XXX. 

TO VENUS. 

*• Venm, regina.*' 

Queen of beauty, queen of smiles, 
Leave, oh ! leave thy favourite isles : 
A temple rises to thy fame 
Where Glycera invokes thy name, 
And bids the fragrant incense flame. 
With thee bring thy love-warm son, 
The Graces bring with flowing zone, 
The nymphs, and jocund Mercury, 
And sprightly Youth, who without thee 
Is nought but savage liberty. 

Frakcis. 



ODE XXXI. 

TO APOLLO. 
** Quid dedicahan'^ 

What gift of Phoebus have I prayed ? — 
The fresh libation duly made, 
What asks the bard ? —No fruitful stores, 
The harvest of Sardinian shores ; 
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No henla CaUbrian hiUs supply. 
Nor gold, nor ludian ivory ; 
For rui'ftl meads no wish he knows, 
Where Liiis, gentle river, flows. 
Let others prune Caleniaii vines 
For whom propitious fortune shines ; 
Let merchants at their board produce 
In golden cups the purple juice, 
Exchanged for Syrian wares ; who brave 
Thrice in each year the Atlantic wave. 
And safe in Heaven's peculiar care 
The perils of the ocean bear. 

For me shall be the oHve dressed. 
Mallows and endive he my feast, 
Son of Latona ! grant me this— 
My destined lot to meet in bliss ! 
Grant to my prayer, health uiiconfined ; 
And, oh, preserve my peace of mind ! 
Let my old age unspotted prove 
And brightened by the Muse's love. 

N. L. TOHRE. 



ODE XXXII. 
TO HIS LYRE. 

"Posemw — si quic/:" 
We are called ! If e'en beneath the bower 

We've sung at leisure what may live 
Through this, and many a future hour, 

lyre ! a Latin measure give ! 



BOOK I.— ODE XXXIII. 

Toned first by Mitylene's swain,* 
Who, fierce amid the clash of steel, 

Or, landing from the stormy main, 
On the wet sand he moored the keel, 

For Bacchus, and the Muses Nine, 

Oft did the joyous strain renew. 
Praised Venus and her boy diviue, 

And LyeuB, dark of eye and hue. 

O grace of Pliiebus ! and delight 

Of Jove's great festivals on high I 
Whene'er I thee invoke aright 
All cares depart and troubles fly. 

Herbert Grant. 
{By kind pfrmimim of Heeeti. HAauuos.) 



TO ALBIUS TIBULLTJS.+ 

" Albi, ne ihleas." 
No more in elegiac strain 
Of cruel Glycera complain, 
Though she resign her faithless charms 
To a new lover's younger aims. 
The maid, for lovely forehead famed, 
AVith Cyrus' beauties is inflamed ; 
WMle Pholue, of haughty channs, 
The panting breast of Cyrus warms j 

fc^4 The d^ao I^tin poet, who was odd of Horace's moat i 
^'—'- Four books of his elegies are aUll extaut. 
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But wolves aud goata slmtl 8oonei' prove 
The pleasures of forbidden love 
Than she her virgin honour stain, 
And not the hateful rake disdain. 

So Venus wills, whose power controls 
The fond affections of our souls: 
With sportive cruelty she binds 
Unequal forms, unequal minds. 
Thus, when a better Venus strove 
To warm tay jonthful breast to love, 
Yet could a slave-bom maid detain 
My willing heart in pleasing chain. 
Though fiercer she than waves that roar 
"Winding the rough Calabrinn shore, 

Philip FnAxcia. 



ODE XXXIV. 

TO HIMSELF. 

"Parens deoritm." 
I THAT have seldom worshipped heaven, 
As to a mad sect* too much given, 
My former ways am forced to balk, 
And after the old light to walk. 
For cloud- dividing-lightning Jove 
Through a clear firmament late drove 
His thundering horses and swift wheels ; 
With which supporting Atlits reels ; 
With which Earth, Seas, the Stygian lake 
And Hell (with all her Fm'ies) quake. 
It shook me too. God pulls the proud 
From his high seat, and from their cloud 
• Tlie Evifiiroim. 
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Draws the obscui'e ; levels the hills, 
And with their earth the valley tilla. 

'Tis he does all, he does it all ; 

Yet this, blind mortals, Fortune call. 
Sir K. Fans 



i 



TO FORTUNE. 
" Dim, gratmn." 
itinin's Goddess ! whose sweet smile or frown 
Can raise weak moilals from the depths of woe, 
Or bring the lofty pride of triumph down, 
And hid the bitter teai- of funeral gi-ief to How. 



'hee the poor farmer coiu'ta with anxious prayer ; 
Thee, sovereign of the seas ! does be implore 
Who in Bithynian bark will boldly steer 

Where wild Carpathia's waves m vexed commotio!) 



ffhe Dacian fierce, rude Sc'i'tbia's wandeiing hands, 

And towns and nations, wai'like Italy, 
Mother of kings who reign in barbarous lands, 

And piu'pled tyrants fear, and trembling kneel to thee, 

^t not thy wratli with scornful foot o'erthrow 
, The column firm on which we rest our fate ; 
r let wild discord work anew om- woe, 
Or rouse to ai"ms again, and overturn t)ie state. 

* One of tliBWtliest tvanslfltcru of Honi™, 1852. 
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Before thee stalks stem Fate, who joys to bear 
In iron hand the wedge — the spikes so dire ; 

Nor wants the hook, to torture and to tear ; 

Nor molten lead that rolls its sti-emna of liquid 
fire, 

Thee Hope, and white-robed Faith so seldom found, 
Attend to cheer ; nor from tliy presence fly, 

"When those proud halls, for splendour long renowned. 
Thou leavest in angiy haste and garb of poverty. 

But that false crew which flattei-s to betray — 
The peijured partner of Love's wanton bower — 

Will drain the lowest dregs ; then shrink away, 

Nor bear tho equal yoke in Friendship's tiding 
hour. 

O goddess ! let gi'eat Ctesar be thy care, 
Whose daring sail seeks Britain's distant coast : 

Return his new-raised bands again to bear 

Our aims bej-ond the East — a gallant conqueiing 
host. 

But ah ! what crimes are ours ! what deeds of shame. 
Dishonest scars and blood by brothers spilt : 

Our iron age, well worthy of the name, 

What liaa it left undai'ed ! — when made a pause in 
guilt t 

Whose altar spared, by piety restrained ! 

But, oh dread goddess ! let thy powerful hand 
Our blunted swords, by kindred blood distained. 

New whet against our foes of Scythia's barbarous 
lajid. 

T. BoUK>E. 



BOOK I.— ODE XXXVTI. 



ODE XXXVI. 

ON NUMIDA'S RETURN FROM SPAIN. 
" Bt thw" 
With incense now nnd gi-utefiil lny 
And votive calf the gods we'il \my. 
Whose guardian care fi-om farthest Spniii 
Safe brings our Niunida again. 
Many a dear friend his kiss receives, 
But more to none, though dear, he gives 
Than Lamia, of his youth fond mate ; 
With whom on schoolboy's bench he sat, 
And early manhood's toga shared. 
This day in white be calendared, 
And wine from foaming pitchers flow, 
And trip, liie Salian, many a toe. 
Nor Bassus now in bumpered glass 
Let rival Damalis surpass. 
Nor want there, crown of festal sheen. 
Brief lily, rose, and parsley green. 
On Damalis theii- gloating eyes 
Gazers shall rest ; but Damalis 
Shall her new love with closer gi-asp, 
— The elm, the wanton ivy — claap. 

Archdeacon WnAXCKAM. 



ODE XXXVII. 

TO HIS COMPANIONS.* 

"Nunc est Ubendim."' 
Now let the bowl with wine be crowned, 
Now lighter dance the mazy round, 
' On the desth of Cleopntn. 
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Aud let the sacred couch be stored 
With the rich dainties of a priestly board. 

Sooner to draw the mellowed wine. 

Pressed from the rich Cieciibiaii vine, 

\\"ei'e unpious mii-th, while yet elate 

The queen breathed ruin to the Roman state. 

Surrounded by a tainted train, 
Wretches enervate and obscene. 
She raved nf empire — nothing leas- 
Vast in her hopes, and giddy with success. 

But, hardly rescued from the flames,* 
One lonely ship her fury tames ; 
^VhiIe Ctesar with impelling oar 
Pi#sued her flying from the Latian shore : 

Her, with Egyptian wine inspired, 
"With the full draught to madness fired, 
Augustus sobered into tears, 

And turned her visions into real I'eara, 
As darting sudden from above 
The hawk attacks a tender dove : 
t)r sweeping huntsman drives the hare 

O'er wide jEraonia's icy deserts drear ; 
So Ciesar through the billows pressed 
To lead in diains the fatal pest : 



I left E^pt with B nnmeiDiis md ramidnble fleet, uid 
& certnin conqufat, lownrds Italy, which, from being in 
■I hopca, WHS now bfpomc n scfnp cif teiTor. from which iht 
e grwiioBt ili.-inriUr, with nil iljo spe.il of anils and 
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_ But she ft nobler fate explored, 

PNoi- woman-like beheld the deathfiil sw.ird,» 
Nor with her navy fled dismajed. 
In distAut realms to seek for did, 
But saw unmoved lier state destroyed, 
Her palace desokte, a loiiely void ; 

With fearless hand slie dared to grasp 
The writhinga of the wrathful asp, 
And suck the poison through hev veins, 
lesolved on death, and fiercer from iu pains : 
Thus, scoiTiing to be led the boast 
Of mighty Offlsar's naval host, 
And armed with more than morlnl spleen, 
jDefrauda a tiiumph, and expii-es a qneen. 

Francis. 



ODE XXXVIII. 
TO HIS SERVANT. 

" Persieoa, odi," 
Nat, nay, my boy — 'tia not for me, 
This studious pomp of Eastern hixurj- ; 
Give me no various garlanda — fine 
"With linden twine. 
Nor seek, where latest lingering blows 
The solitaiy rose. 

• Octavioa had given particular directioim to Prociileii 
Epaplmditna lo take Cleopatra nlive. that he might muke 
muter of her treasiires and have tlie glory of lending her in ti 
Justly aenuible of this ignominj, she had reserved u dag(^r fur 
eitremitiea, and when s)ia ."aw Procnlfiua enter, she raiifJ it 
h«t3elf, but he deiteroualy wrenched it from her.— iami. 
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EnmeEt I beg — add uot with toilsome paiii, 
One far-sought blossom to the myrtle plain, 
For sm-e, the fragrant myrtle bough 

Looks seemliest on thy brow ; 
Nor me niia-seems, while, undenieath the vine, 
Close inteiTveaved, I quaff the rosy wine. 

Hartley Ooi-ehidqe. 



BOOK II. 



TO ASINIU8 POLLIO.* 

•■ Molum ex Mftello." 

PoLUO, thou the great defence 

Of sad, impleaded innocence, t 

On whom, to weigh the grand debate. 

In deep consult the fathei-s wait : 
For whom the ti'iumphs o'ei' Dalmatia spread 
Unfading honours round thy laurelled head. 

Of warm commotions, wratliful jars, 

The gi'owing seeds of civil wars ; 

Of double fortune's cruel games, 

The specious means, tlie private aims, 
And fatal friendships of the guilty great, 
(Alas ! how fatal to the Roman state !) 

■ C. AainiuB PoUio, since tlifl yrsr 716, lived in ii privatu manner ki 
Rome, uid in his retireuient lisd written sereial tmguJiss, which, ii 
thB judgment of Horace and Virgil, had eqnalled the stage of Borne ti 
that of Aliens. But a work hcttev meriting hia whole strength Riid J 
ttttmition waa a history ot the Civil Wars. It was alraady far advanced 
when the poet wrote this ode,— F/vincis. 

t Pallio WU5 distinguished tis an orator as well :is 
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Of might/ legions late siilidtied, 

And arms witli r.atian blood imbrued. 

Yet unatoued (a laboui- vast ! 

Doubtful the die, and dire the cast !) 
^ou treat adventurous, and incautious tread 
On fires, with faithless embers overspread: 

Retard x while thy glowing vein, 
Nor swell the solemn, tragic scene ; 
And nhen thy sage, historie cares 
Have formed the ti-ain of Rome's affairs, 
With lofty rapture reinflamed, infuse 
Heroic thoughts, and wake the buskined muse ; 

»Hark ! the shrill clarion's voice I hear, 
Its threatening murmurs pierce mine ear ; 
And in thy lines, with brazen breath. 
The trumpet sounds the charge of death ; 
While the strong splendours of the sword affright 
The flying steed, and mar the rider's sight I 

Panting with terror, I survey 

The martiiJ host in dread array, 

The chiefs, how valiant and how just f 

Defiled with not inglorious dust, 

nd all the world in chains, but Cato, see 

f spirit unsubdued, and dying to be free. 

Imperial Juno, fraught with ire, 
And all the partial gods of Tyre, 
Who, feeble to revenge her cries, 
Betreated to their native skies, 



in«(l OetaviiiB nnO Antony, Bnd was Corsml tr.c. 714. He wm nftar- 
' 1 conmiandcr in lllyria, wliere he defenteii the Parthin 
a people, and. was allDwed n trinmph, o.o. 715. 
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Have in the victor's bleeding race repaid 
Jugui*tha's * ruin, and appeased his shade. 

What plain, by mortals traversed o'er, 

Is not enriched with Koman gore ? 

Unnumbered sepulchres record 

The deathful harvest of the sword, 
And proud Hesperia, rushing into thrall, 
While distant Parthia heard the cumbrous fall.! 

What gulf, what rapid river flows 
Unconscious of our wasteful woes ? 
What rolling sea's unfathomed tide 
Have not the Daunian slaughters dyed ? 
What coast, encircled by the briny flood, 
Boasts not the shameful tribute of our blood? 

But thou, my Muse, to whom belong 
The sportive jest, and jocund song, 
Bej^ond thy province cease to stray, 
Nor vain revive the plaintive lay : 
Seek humbler measures, indolently laid 
With me beneath some love-sequestered shade. 

Francis. 



* Jugurtha was kiug of Numidia ; he was taken i)risoner by Sylla, 
and led in triumph by Marius. After the triumph he was put to 
death. 

t The poet no longer confines himself to the quarrel between Caesar 
and Pompey, but exposes in general the melancholy effects of the 
whole Civil War. The images of these two strophes are very nobly 
spirited. Rivers and gulfs appear animated and enlivened ; and Italy 
is represented as a vast body, the fall of which is heard to nations most 
distant. — San. Dae. 
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TO CBISPUS SALLUSTIUS CRISPUS* 

" Nullus ari/e/ito." 
Yes, you deservedly despise 

The wealth that use ne'er taught to shine, 
That rusting in ttie coffer lies 
Like ure yet buried in the mine ; 
For gold, my fi-iend, no lustre knows 
But what a wise well- tempered use bestows. 
Thee, Proculeius ! + distant days 

Will bless, and make thy virtuus known, 
Conspking tongues will sound thy praise, 
A father's love to brethren shown: 
Transcendent worth, like thine will fly 
On Fame's unflagging pinions through the sky. 
A monai'cli far more potent he 

Who subject keeps his wayward soul ; 
Who lives from sordid avarice free, 
And dares each fiercer lust conti-ol, 
Than he whose universal sway 
Wide earth's extremes, her East and West obey. 
That sensual self-indulgent wretch 

Whose skin the panting dropsy strains, 
Still must the watfiy languor stretch, 
And only Temperance ease his veins ; 
So growing wealth prompts new desire, 
And Fortune's breeze but fans the wasting fii-e. 



* Crisiius SalluBliiiB Crls^iui 



a granii-uepliew to SaUuat ll 
with Ilia brutLi-r 
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The Persian hails the public voice 

Decked with the crown that C3TUS wore ; 
But virtue sanctions not the choice ; 
She calls Phraates,* blessed no more : 
Can tyrant hands, defiled with sin, 
The fair, the spotless mind of virtue win ? 

Virtue, their nile perverse, shall own 

Which bUss to wealth and grandeur leaves, 
From virtue he and he alone, 
The wreath and diadem receives 
Who dares the glittering heap pass by 
With steadfast mien and unreverted eye. 

Gilbert Wakefield. 



ODE III. 

TO QUINTUS DELLIUS.t 

**J^qiuim memento.*^ 

When dangers press, a mind sustain 
Unshaken by the storms of Fate ; 

And when delight succeeds to pain, 
With no glad insolence elate ; 

For death will end the various toys 

Of hopes, and fears, and cares, and joys. 

Mortal alike, if sadly grave 

You pass life's melancholy day, 
Or, in some green retired cave 

Wearing the idle hours away. 
Give to the Muses all your soul, 
And pledge them in the flowing bowl ; 

* King of Persia. 

t Dellius had several times changed sides during the Civil Wars. 
He joined Cassius ; then Antony and Cleopatra ; and finally deserted 
them for Augustus. He was the most inconstant of adherents. 
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Where the broad pine, and popkr white. 

To join their hospitnble shade 
With intertwisted boughs delij'bt ; 

And, o'er its pebbly bed conveyed, 
Labours the winding stream to run, 
Trembhng, and glittering to the sun. 

Thy generous wine, and rich perfume, 
And fragrant roses hither bring. 

That with the early zephyrs bloam. 
And wither with declining spring, 

While joy and youth not yet have tied. 

And Fate still holds the uncertain thread. 

Yon soon must leave your verdant bowers 
And groves, yourself had taught to grow ; 

Your soft retreats from sultry hours, 
Where Tiber's gentle waters flow. 

Soon leave ; and all you call your own 

Be squandered by an heir imknown. 

Whether of wealth and lineage proud, 
A high patrician name you bear, 

Or pass ignoble in the crowd 
Unsheltered fi-om the midnight air, 

'Tis nil alike ; no age or state 

Is spai'ed by unrelenting Fate. 

To the same port our harks are bound ; 

One final doom is fixed for all : 
The univei'sal wheel goes round, 

And, soon or late, each lot must fall, 
When all together shall be sent 
To one eternal banishment. 

John Hebman Meritalb. 



TO XANTHIAS PHOCEUS. 

" Ne sic anciHtF." 
Na7, if thou lov'st tliy hiindmaid, Xnnthiae, blush notll 
F-ong since the slave BriBei'a, with white beauty 
O'er mastering him who ne'er before had yieWed, 

Conquered Achillea ; 
So, too, the captive fovm of fair Tecmessa 
Conquered her captor Telamonian Ajax ; 
And a wronged maiden, in the midst of triumph, 

Fired Agamemnon, 
■\Vhat time had fallen the barbarian forces 
Before the might of the Thessalian victor, 
And Hector's loss made easy to worn HellaB 

Troy's mighty ruin. 
How dost thou know but what thy fair-haired Phyllis ' 
May make thee son-in-law to splendid parents ? 
Doubtless she mourns the wi'ong to race and hearth-fl 
gods 

Injured, but regal. 
Believe not thy beloved of birth plebeian ; 
A girl so faithful, so averse ft'om lucre. 
Could not be born of an ignoble mother 

Whom thou wouldst blush for. 
That lovely face, those arms, those tapering ankles- 
Nay, in my praises never doubt my honour : 
The virtuous man who rounds the age of forty 

Hold unsuspected. 



isyc. 



Lord Lttton. 
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ODE V. 

See, thy heifer's yet unbroke 
To the labours of the yoke, 
Nor hath strength enough to prove 
Such impetuous weight of love. 
Round the fields her fancy strays, 
O'er the mead she sportive plays, 
Now beneath the sultry beam 
Cools her in the passing stream, 
Now with frisking steerlings young 
Sports the sallow groves among. 

Do not then commit a rape 
On the crude, unmellowed grape : 
Autiunn soon, of various dyes, 
Shall with kinder warmth arise, 
Bid the livid clusters glow. 
And a riper purple show. 

Time to her shall count each day, 
Which from you it takes awa}^ 
Till with bold and forward charms. 
She shall rush into your arms. 
Pholoe, the flying fair. 
Shall not then with her compare ; 
Nor the maid, of bosom bright, 
Like the moon's unspotted light, 
O'er the waves, with silver rays. 
When its floating lustre plays ; 
Nor the Cnidian* fair and young, 
Who, the virgin choir among, 
Might deceive, in female guise, 

* Gyges. 



THE ODMS OF BORAGE. 

Strangers, though extremely wise, 
With the difference between 
Sexes hardly to he seen, 
And his hair of flowing grace, 
And his boji^, girlish face. 



TO SEPTIMIUS.* 

." Septivii, Oades." 



Come friend ! with me to Grades' remotest shores, 

Where fierce Cantabrions spurn the Boman chain ; 
To climes barbaric, where unceasing roars 

Thro' boiling sands the Mauritanian mun. 
May I, in Tybur, rais'd by Argive bands, 

Close the calm scene of life's eventful stage : 
There find these limbs, long tossed on seas and lands, 

A bed of comfort for reposing age ! 
Should Fate, unkind, deny that bliasiul seat. 

Thy wave, Galesus ! and tbouj riu-al itiign 
Of bold Phahuitus ! \ rest my pilgi'im feet, 

^Vhere snow-white fleeces brighten all the plain. 
Ye streams delicious, and enchanting fields ! 

Oh 1 may that spot of all the globe be mine I 
Ilymettus' self not purer honey yields ; 

Venafrian olives dare but rival thine. 

* A Bomau kniglit, and lyrit: imd tragic poet. He attended 'nberina 
in bis Eastern Expedition, 731, snd was enteemed by Augnstna. He 
vas one of Horace's companions at Athens, uni u, fellow soldier witb 
him tinder Brutas and CasHJus. He was pardoned by Angiiattla. 

+ Phftlanlhns and the FartliiAuii were ejpfilled frum Si)urta and colo- 
nised Turentun. 
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iJere from soft Zephyr of encroaching Springs, 
Stern Winter's transient rigours melt away ; 
There grapes, mount Aulon from hia full hip flings, 
Like thine, Falern 1 matures a warmer ray. 

There every grace that Nature's hand can lend. 

Invite our steps, ami all the clime endear ; 
There pay the last sad office to thy friend, 
nd q^uench his glowing ashes with a tear. 

Gjlbebt WAKEnnLD. 



TO POMPEIUS VARUS.* 

" saptr mccuin" 

0, OFT with me in troublous lime 

Involved, when Brutus warred in Greece, 
Who gives you hack to your own clime 

And your own gods, a man of peace, 
Pompey, the earheat friend I knew. 

With whom I oft cut short the hours 
With wine, my hair bright bathed in dew 

Of Syrian oils, and wi'eathed with ilowers ? 
With you I shared rhihppi'a rout, 

Unseemly parted from my shield. 
When Valour fell, and wan-iors stout 

Were tumbled on the inglorious field : 
But I was saved by Mercury, 

Wrapped in thick miat, yet trembluig sore, 

* An early Friend who foiight nith Horaco on the side of Brutus and 
saiua at Philipm. Wlieu peace wna coucliiJod liotwwn Seitua 

romprius and the TriumvinitB, s, gonaral amnesty vaa granted, and 

Varas waa ahla to return to Komo.— Ed. 
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Wliilo j'ou to that teinpestuons sea 

Were swept by battle's tide once more. 
Come, pay to Jove the feast you owe ; 

Lay down those limbs, with warfai'e spent, 
Beneath my laurel ; nor be slow 

To drain my cask ; for you 'twaa meant. 
Lethe's true draught is Massic wine ; 

Fill high the gohlet ; pour out free 
Rich streams of unguent. Who will twine 

Tlie hasty wreath from myrtle-tree 
Or parsley ? Whom will Venus seat 

Chairman of cups ? Are Bacchants sane ? 
Then III be sober. 0, 'tis sweet 

To fool, when friends come home again ! 

J. CONINGTON. 



TO BAKINE. 

"CT/fl si juris.'" 
Dm any ponishmeut attend 

Thy former perjuries, 
I should believe, a second time, 
'J'hy chai-ming Hatteries : 
Did but one wrinkle mark thy face 
Or hadst thou lost one single gi'ace. 

No sooner hast thou, with false vows, 

Provoked the powers above ; 
But thou art fairer than before 
And we are more in love. 
Thus Heaven and Earth seem to declare 
They pardon ffllaehood in the fair. 
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Sure 'tis no crime vainly to swear 

By every power on high^ 
And call our buried mother's ghost 
A witness to the lie ! 
Heaven at such perjury connives 
And Venus with a smile forgives. 

The nymphs and cruel Cupid too, 

Sharpening his pointed dart 
On an old hone besmeared with blood, 
Forbear thy perjured heart. 
Fresh youth grows up to wear thy chains 
And the old slave no freedom gains. 

Thee, mothers for their eldest sons, 

Thee, wretched misers fear, 
Lest thy prevailing beauty should 
Seduce the hopeful heir ; 
New married virgins fear thy charms 
Should keep their bridegrooms from their arms. 

Sir Charles Sedley. 



ODE IX. 

TO C. VALGIUS RUFUS.* 

" Non semper imlresy 

Clouds do not always veil the skies, 
Nor showers immerse the verdant plain ; 

Nor do the billows always rise, 

Nor storms afflict the troubled main. 

* Valgius was of consular rank, and much admired as an epic poet. 
He wrote also elegies, epigrams, &c. 
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Nor, Valgius, on the Armenian shores, 
Do the chained waters always freeze ; 

Nor always furious Boreas roars, 

Or bends with violent force the trees. 

But you are ever drowned in tears. 
For Mystes * dead you ever mourn ; 

No setting sun can ease your cares. 
But finds you sad at his return. 

The wise experienced Grecian sage 

Mourned not Antilochus so long : 
Nor did King Priam's hoary age 

So much lament his slaughtered son. 

Leave off at length these woman's sighs, 
Augustus' number d trophies sing ; 

Repeat that prince's victories 

To whom all nations tribute bring. 

Niphates rolls an humbler wave ; 

At length th' undaunted Scythian yields, 
Content to live the Romans' slave 

And scarce forsakes his native fields. 

Dr. Johnson. 

* Lord Lytton says **the Mystes, whose loss Valgius deplores, must 
have been a slave or of servile origin, as the name denotes — ^not as 
Dacier and Sauadon suppose, the son of Valgius." — Ed. 
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ODE X. 

TO LICINIUS MURENA.* 

^^ Reciius mvesP 

Receive, dear friend, the truths I teach ; 
So shalt thou live beyond the reach 

Of adverse Fortune's power ; 
Not always tempt the distant deep. 
Nor always timorously creep 

Along the treacherous shore. 

He that holds fast the golden mean. 
And lives contentedly between 

The little and the great. 
Feels not the wants that pinch the poor. 
Nor plagues that haunt the rich man's door. 

Embittering all his state. 

The tallest pines feel most the power 
Of wintry blasts ; the loftiest tower 

Comes heaviest to the ground ; 
The bolts that spare the mountain's side. 
His cloud-capt eminence divide. 

And spread the ruin round. 

The well-informed philosopher 
Rejoices with a wholesome fear, 

And hopes, in spite of pain ; 
If winter bellow from the north. 
Soon the sweet spring comes dancing forth, 

And Nature laughs again. 

* According to Dacier this Licinius Murena was the brother of 
Proculeius and Terentia, the wife of Maecenas. He entered into a con- 
spiracy against Augustus with Flavins Ccepio in ir.c. 731, and was put 
to death. He would have been wiser had he accepted the counsel of 
this Ode. 
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What if thine heaven be overcast ? 
The dark appearance will not last ; 

Expect a brighter sky. 
The god, that strings the silver bow, 
Awakes sometimes the Muses too, 

And lays his an'ows by. 

If hindrances obstruct thy way, 
Thy magnanimity display. 

And let thy strength be seen ; 
But oh ! if Fortune fill thy sail 
With more than a propitious gale. 

Take half thy canvas in. 

W. COWPER. 



ODE XI. 

TO QUINTIUS HIRPINUS. 

" Quid beUicosics,*^ 

What the Cantabrian stout, or Scythian think 
Divided with opposed Adria's brink, 
Quintius Hirpinus, do not thou enquire ; 
Nor for life's use, which little doth desire, 
Be thou too careful : smooth-faced youth apace 
Doth backward fly, and with it beauty's grace, 
Dry aged hoariness with furrows deep, 
Dispelling amorous fires, and gentle sleep. 
The summer flowers keep not their native grace, 
Nor shines the bright moon with a constant face. 
Why dost thou tire thy mind, subordinate 
Unto the counsels of eternal fate ? 
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f Why luider this high plane, or piiie-ti'ee's shade 
In discomposed manner, careless laid, 
Our hoary hair perfumed with fragrant rose. 
And odoui's, which Assyria doth disclose, 
I Do we, anointed, not to drink prepare ? 
PFree Bacchus dissipates consuming care : 
K£ut oh ! what boy, Falemian wines' hot rage 
IWill soon for me, with gliding streams assuage? 
lAh ! who retired Lyde wiU require, 
iHither to come ? Boy, with her ivory lyre- 
■ Bid her make haste, and hair to tie not shame, 
|Id careless knot, like a Laconiau dame. 

Sir TnoMAH HawKiNS. 



TO M-ECEKAS. 

" Notts Jonga fer(B.'" 
Numantia's wars for years mnintiiined, 

Or Hannibal's vindictive ire. 
Or seas with Punic gore distamed, 
Suit not the softness of my feeble lyre ; * 

Nor savage Centaurs, mad with wine, 

Nor earth's gigantic rebel brood. 
Who shook old Saturn's seats divuiu, 
Till by the arm of Hercules subdued. 

• The jiueC doos uot moan, as Bome commeiitatoid uiideratftud him, 
llmt grave or tragic subjects do not agrea with lyric poetry. Tba 
suertion wQiild be absolutely false, nnd the odea of Pindar and Hamea 
M a jiroof of tha contnuy. He only says that his ima lyro has no 
■ller Bouuiifl but what arc prainji for love, and rofuaus all subjatta of 
indem' and itublimitj. —Fmiicia. 
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You in historic prose shall tell 

The mighty power of Caesar's war ; 
How kings beneath his battle fell, 
Or dragged indignant his triumphal car. 

Licymnia's * dulcet voice, her eye. 

Bright-darting its resplendent ray. 
Her breast, where love and friendship lie, 
The muse commands me sing in softer lay ; 

In raillery the sportive jest. 

Graceful her mien in dancing charms. 
When playful at Diana's feast 
To the bright virgin choir she winds her arms. 

Say, shall the wealth by kings possessed, 

Or the rich diadems they wear, 
Or all the treasures of the east, 
Purchase one lock of thy Licymnia's hair ? 

While now her bending neck she plies 
Backward to meet the burning kiss. 
Then with an easy cruelty denies. 
Yet wishes you would snatch, not ask the bliss. 

Francis. 



ODE XIII. 

TO A TREE. 

"77^ et nefasto.''^ 

Shame of thy mother-soil ! ill nurtured tree ! 
Set to the mischief of posterity. 

* By Licymnia, Horace is supposed to have meant Terentia, tlie 
beautiful but capricious wife of Maecenas. 
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That hand (wtate'er it were) that was thy nurse 

Was aacrilegious sure, or something worse, 

Black, as the day was dismal in whose sight 

Thy rising top first stained the bashful light. 

That man — I think — wrested the feeble life 

From his old father ; that man's barbarous knife 

Conspired with darkness 'gainst the stranger's throat; 

(Whereof the blushing walls took bloody note) 

Huge high flown poisons, ev'n of Colchis' breed, 

And whatsoe'er wild sins black thoughts do feed, 

His hands have paddled in ; his hands that found 

Thy traitorous root a dwelling in my ground. 

Perfidious totterer ! longing for the stains 

Of thy kind master's well-deserving brains. 

Man's daintiest care and caution cannot spy 

The subtile point of his coj' destiny 

Which way it threats. With feai* the merchant's mind 

Is ploughed as deep as is the sea with wind 

Roused in an angry tempest. Oh, the sea ! 

Oh, that's his fem- ! there floats his destiny. 

While from another, unseen corner blows 

The storm of fate to which big life he owes. 

By Parthian bow the soldier looks to die 

(Whose hands are fighting while their feet do fly). 

The Parthian stai'ts at Rome's imperial name, 

Fledged with her eagle's wing ; the very shame 

Of his captivity rings in his ears. 

Thus, thus fondly do we pitch our fears 

Far distant from our fates, our fates that mock 

Our giddy fears with an unlocked for shock. 

A little more and I had surely seen 

Thy grisly majesty, Hell's blackest queen, 

And Eacus on his tribunal too. 

Sifting the souls of guilt ; and you, oh you, 
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You ever blushing meads, where do the blest 

Far from dark horror's home appeal to rest. 

There amorous Sappho plains upon her lute 

Her love's cross fortune ; that the sad dispute 

Runs murmuring on the strings. Alceus there 

In high built numbers wakes his golden lyre, • 

To tell the world how hard the matter went, 

How hard, by sea, by war, by banishment. 

There these brave souls deal to each wondering ear, 

Such words so precious, as they may not hear 

Without religious silence ; above all 

War's rattling tumults, or some tyrant's fall, 

The thronging clotted multitude doth feast, 

What wonder, when the hundred headed beast. 

Hangs his black lugs, stroaked with those heavenly 

lines ; 
The Furies' curled snakes meet in gentle twines, 
And stretch their cold limbs in a pleasing fire ; 
Prometheus' self, and Pelop's starved sii'e 
Are cheated of their pains : Orion thinks 
Of lions now^ no more, or spotted lynx. 

Richard Cbasraw. 



ODE XIV. 

TO POSTUMUS. 

'^ EheUyfxigacesy 

How swiftly glide our flying years ! 
Alas ! nor piety, nor tears 

Can stop the fleeting day ; 
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Deep-fiirrowed wrinkles, posting age, 
And death's unconquerable rage, 
Are strangers to delay. 

Though every day a bull should bleed 
To Pluto, bootless were the deed. 

The monarch tearless reigns. 
Where vulture-tortured Tityus lies, 
And triple Geiyon's monstrous size 

The gloomy wave detains. 

Whoever tastes of earthly food 

Is doomed to pass the joyless flood, 

And hear the Stygian roar ; 
The sceptred king, who rules the earth, 
The labouring hind, of humbler birth, 

Must reach the distant shore. 

The broken surge of Adria's main. 
Hoarse-sounding, we avoid in vain, 

And Mars in blood-stained arms ; 
The southern blast in vain we fear. 
And autumn's life-annoying air 

With idle feai's alarms ; 

For all must see Cocytus flow, 
Whose gloomy water sadly slow 

Strays through the dreary soil. 
The guilty maids,* an ill-famed train ! 
And, Sisyphus, thy labours vain, 

Condemned to endless toil. 

Your pleasing consoii; must be left, 
And you of villas, lands, bereft, 
Must to the shades descend ; 

* The Danaitlos. 

r 2 
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The cj-press only, hated tree ! 
Of all tby mnch-loved groves, shall thee, 
Its short-lived lord, attend. 

Then shall j-oiu* worthier heir discharge. 
And set th' imprisoned casks at large. 

And dye the floor with wine. 
So rich and precious, not the feasts 
Of holy pontiffs cheer their guests 

With Hiiuor more divine. 

FaANClB, 



AGAINST THE LUXURY OF THE ROMANSi 

" Jam pauca aratro." 
(jLEAMiNfl on Baife's golden shore, 

Yon marble domes their sunny wings expand : 
And glittering Tillas crown the yellow strand : 

But ah ! its wealthy harvests wave no more, 
The faithful ploughshare quits the encumbered land. 

Mark yon broad lakes their glittering bosoms spread,.! 

Wide, as the Lucrine wave, their waters sheen ; 

And lo ! the solitary plane is seen, 

Spreading its broad and fruitless boughs of gi-ee 
Where erst above the maple's social head, 
Laden with grapes the tendrils wont to twine ; 

And thou thy purple clusters shed. 

Oh I Italy's beloved vine ! 

How rich the balm Favonius breathes, 
From hanks, with rose and spicy myrtle set I 

How fair his fragrant blossoms wreathes 
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Of the dark-eyed violet. 

But all ! the sous of joy forget, 
[Who the fierce splendours of the summer sky, 
In the gi'eeii depth of laurel-groves defy ;) 
^^ How autumn's ripeuiiig hand was wout to pour 
rhe orchard fruits Ji'om every golden tree. 
And o'er the ruddy fallows smiled to see 

The olive drop its fat and mellow shower. 
How steru old Cato'a shaggy brows would bend ; 

How darkly glare oui- founder's angi-y look ; 

For ill could they, the conscript fathers, brook 
To see yon mai-ble porticos extend 
"iVooing the North his hreezy shades to lend 

From many a mountain nook. 
Ihe gieen turf was their humble bed, 

Their costliest canopy the wild-wood tree ; 
While its rich breast the marble quarry spread, 
fcnd high the temple reai'ed its stately head 

In honour of the deity. 

Rev. J. MiTFOBD, 



ODE XVI. 
TO POMPEIUS GROSPHUS* 

" Olium divos." 
In storms when clouds the moon do hide, 
And no kind stars the pilot guide, 
Show me at sea the boldest there, 
"Who does not wish for quiet here. 
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For quiet, friend, the soldier fights, 

Hears weary marches, sleepless nights. 

For this feeds hard, and lodges cold ; 

It can't be hought with hills of gold. 

Since wealth and power too weak we find 

To quell the lumults of the mind ; 

Or from the monarch's roofs of state 

Di-ive thence the cares that round liiiri wait : 

Happy the man with little blessed 

Of what his father left, possessed ; 

No base desires corrupt his head, 

No fears disturb him in his bed. 

What then in life, which soon must end, 

Can all oui* vain designs intend 9 

From shore to shore why ahonld we run. 

When none liis tiresome self can shun ? 

For baneful Care will atill prevail. 

And overtake us under sail ; 

'Twill dodge the great man's train behind, 

Outrun the roe, outfly the wind. 

If then thy soul rejoice to-day. 

Drive far to-morrow's cai-es away. 

In laughter let them all he di'owned. 

No perfect good is to be found : 

One mortal feels fate's sudden blow,* 

Another's ling'ring death comes slow ; t 

And what of life they take from thee, 

The gods may give to punish me. 

Thy portion is a wealthy stock, 

A fertile glebe, n fruitfiU flock. 

Horses and chariots for thy ease, 

Hii'h robes to deck and make thee please. 

* Acliille». f Tilhoum, 
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For me a little cell I choose, 
Fit for my mind, fit for my mase, 
Which soft content does best adorn, 
Shunning the knaves and fools I scorn. 

Otway, 1678. 



ODE XVII. 

TO MAECENAS. 

" Cur me qiierelis.^^ 

Why wilt thou kill me with thy boding fears ? 

Why, O Maecenas, why ? 
Before thee lies a train of happy years ; 
Yes, nor the gods nor I 
Could brook that thou should'st first be laid in dust, 
WTio art my stay, my glory, and my trust. 

Ah, if untimely Fate should snatch thee hence. 

Thee, of my soul a part, 
Why should I linger on, with deadened sense. 
And ever aching heart, 
A worthless fragment of a fallen shrine ? 
No, no, one day shall see thy death and mine ! 

Think not that I have sworn a bootless oath ; 

Yes, we shall go, shall go, 
. Hand linked in hand, whene'er thou leadest, both 

The last sad road below ! 
Me neither the Chimsera's fiery breath. 
Nor Gyges, even could Gyges rise from death, 

With all his hundred hands from thee shall sever ; 

For in such sort it hath 
Pleased the dread Fates, and Justice potent ever, 
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To interweave our path. 
Beneath whatever aspect thou wert bom. 
Libra, or Scorpion fierce, or Capricorn, 

The blustering tyrant of the western deep. 

This well I know, my friend. 
Our stars in wondrous wise one orbit keep. 
And in one radiance blend. 
From thee were Saturn's baleful rays afar 
Averted by great Jove's refulgent star, 

And his hand stayed Fate's downward-swooping wing 

When thrice with glad acclaim 
The teeming theatre was heard to ring, 
And thine the honoured name : 
So had the falling timber laid me low 
But Pan in mercy warded oflF the blow. 

Pan who keeps watch o'er easy souls like mine. 

Eemember then to rear 
In gratitude to Jove, a votive shrine. 
And slaughter many a steer ; 
While I, as fits, an humbler tribute pay, 
And a meek lamb upon his altar lay. 

Sir Theodore Martin. 

(By kind permission,) 



ODE XVIII. 

AGAINST AVAEICE AND LUXURY. 

^* Non ebur neque aurmm^ 

No walls with ivory inlaid 
Adorn my house ; no colonnade 
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Fi'oudly suppoi-ta my citron beams, 
Nor rich with gold my ceiling flames ; 
Nor have I, liie an heir uuknowu, 
Seized upon Attalus's throne ; 
Nor dames, to happier fortunes bred. 
Draw down for me the purple thread ; 
Yet with a firm and honest heart, 
Unknowing or of fraud or art, 
With hberal vein of genius blessed, 
I'm by the rich and great caressed. 
My patron's gift, my Sabine field, 
Shall all its rm-al plenty yield ; 
And happy in that rural store, 
Of Heaven and him I ask no more. 

Day presses on the heels of day, 
And moons increase to their decay ; 
But you, with thoughtless pride elate, 
Unconscious of impending fate. 
Command the pillared dome to rise, 
"When, lo ! thy tomb forgotten Hes ; 
And, though the waves indignant roar, 
Forward you urge the Baian shore ; 
"While earth's too narrow bounds in vain 
Your guilty progi^ess would restrain, 
The sacred landmark strives in vain 
Your impious avai'ice to restrain : 
You break into your neighbour's gi'ounds. 
And overleap your client's bounds. 
Driven out by thee, to new abodes 
They can-y their paternal gods : 
The wife her husband's sorrow shares, 
And on her breast her squalid infant bears. 

Yet destined by unerring fate, 
Shall death this wealthy lord await ; 
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Then whither tend thy wide domains ? 
For Earth impartial entertains 
Her various sons, and in her breast 
Princes and beggars equal rest. 

Nor gold could bribe, nor art deceive 
The gloomy life-guard of the grave, 
Backwai'd to tread the shadowy way, 
And waft Prometheus into day. 
Yet he, who Tantalus detains, 
With all his haughty race in chains, 
Invoked or not, the wretch receives. 
And from the toils of life relieves. 

Francis. 



ODE XIX. 

TO BACCHUS. 

" Bacchum in remoUsJ* 

Bacchus on far rocks his lays 
Teaching — trust me, future days — 
Listening nymphs, and hushed by awe 
Sat}TS with pricked ears I saw. 
Evoe ! flutters still my soul : 
Through my god-thrilled bosom roll 
Tumults ! Spare me, Bacchus, hear 
Dreadful with thine ivy spear ! 
Grant me Bacchantes wild to sing, 
Wines, and milk's overflowing spring, 
And the treasures of the bee. 
Trickling from the hollow tree : 
Grant me, tuneful to declare 
Ariadne's circlet star. 
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And irith agony of pain, 
Pentheua* and Lycurgus slain. 
Rivera thou, and barbarous sea 
Sway'st ; on mountains tipsily. 
Thou with hai-mless vipers twined 
Dost the Thraciana" tresses bind. 
Thon, when impious Titans strove 
To invade the realms of Jove, 
Cheeked and pawed as lion fell, 
Didst their giant-chief repel ; 
Thou for dancing formed and wit, 
Thon for war wast deemed unfit ; 
Yet in battle, aud in peace, 
Equal were thine energies. 
Thee with golden horn aiTayed, 
Calm, the three tongued Dog sm'veyed ; 
And to honour thy retreat, 
Wagged his tail, and licked thy feet, 

WRANaHAM. 



ODE XX. 
TO M.i:CENAS. 

" Non milala." 
With strong unwonted wing I rise, 
A two-formed poet, through the skies. 
Far above envy will I soar. 
And tread this worthless earth no more : 

* PtDtbeiu Visa a king of Tbrace, who was Com in pieces b; hia 
lather and uatsra for bh intrueioii on the riles of Bacchus. Lycurgiis 
'OX king of the Eitunes in Tliruoe, aud iras puoishei] irith madness far 
riving the infant Bacchns from bis dominions. 
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For Imow, ye rivals of my fame, 
Though lowly bom, a %iilgar name 
I will not COD descend to die, 
Nor in the Stygian watei's lie. 

A rougher akin now clothes my thighs, 
Into a swan's fair form I rise, 
And feel the featliered plumage shed 
Its down, and o'er my shouldei's spread. 
Swift as with Dtedalean wing, 
Harmonious bii'd, I'll soaring sing. 
And in my tlight the foamy shores 
Where Bosphorus tremendous roars, 
The regions bound by northern cold, 
And Libya's burning sands behold- 
Then to the learned sona of Spain;* 
To him, who ploughs the Sc}>thian main ; 
To him, who with dissembled fears, 
Conscious, the Homau arms reveres ; 
To him, who drinks the rapid Bhone, 
Shall Horace, deathless bard ! be known. 

My friends, the funeral sori'ow spai'e. 
The plaintive song, and tender teai- ; 
Nor let the voice of grief profane 
With loud laments the solemn scene ; 
Nor o'er your poet's empty urn 
"Wiik useless, idle sorrows mourn. 

FllASCIS. 



' !□ tlie time of Augoatiu learmng ind the sciencea flouiiihnl in 
Spriiti, wHther the; nere carried from Asia, and where thn Bomsn 
ooloJiiBi wntribttled ([reatly to tlieir encouragemBnt.— Ztoc 
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ODE 1, 
" Odi pro/an iiin vulgu*." 
Yb rabble rout, avaunt t 
Your vulgar din give o'er, 
Whilst 1, the Mtises' own hierophant, 
To the pure ears of youths and virgins chaiit 
In strains unheard before ! 

Great kings, whose frown doth make 
Their crouching vassals quake, 

Themselves must own 
The mastering sway of Jove, imperial god. 

Who from the crash of giants overthrown 
Triumphant honoui-s took, and by his nod 

Shakes all creation's zone. 

Whate'er our rank may be, 
We all partake one common destiny 1 

In fair expanse of soil 
T^eeming with rich retui'ns of wine and oil, 
^L His neighbour one outvies ; 
^H Another claims to rise 
B^ To civic dignities, 
Because of ancestry, and noble birth, 
Or fame, or proved pre-eminence of wortli, 
Or troops of clients, clamorous in his cause j 

Still Fate doth grimly stand. 

And with impartial hand 
The lots of lofty and of lowly draws 

From that capacious uro, 
■hence every name that lives is shaken in its turn. 
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To him, above whose guilty hcud, 

Suspended by a thread. 
The naked sword is hung for overmore. 

Not feasts Sicilian shall 

With fill their cntfs recall 
Tliat zest the simplest fare could once inspire j 
Nor song of bii-ds, nor music of the lyre 

Shall his lost sleep restore : 

But gentle sleep shuns not 

The rustic's lowly cot. 
Nor mosey bank, o'ercanopied with trees 

Nor Tempe's leafy vale stirred by the western 
breeze. 

The man wlio lives content with whatsoe'er 

Suftjceth for his needs. 
The stonn-toBSed ocean vexeth not with cars, 
Nor the fierce tempest which Arctnrus breadB 

When in the sky he sets. 
Nor that which Hoedus, at bis rise, begets : 

Nor will he grieve, although 

His vines be all laid low 

Beneath the (hiving hail, 
Nor though, by reason of the (h-enching rain, 

Or heat, that shrivels up his fields like fire, 

Or fierce extremities of winter's ire. 
Blight shall o'erwhelra his fruit-trees and his grn 

And all his farm's delusive promise fail. 

The fish ai'e conscious that a narrower hound 
Is drawn the seas aroimd 

By masses huge hurled down into the deep; 
These, at the bidding of a lord, for wlioiu 
Not all the land he owns is ample roojn, 
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Do the contractor and his labourers heap 
Vast piles of stone, the ocean back to sweep. 
But let him climb in pride, 

That lord of halls unblest, 

Up to his lordly nest ; 
Yet ever by his side 

Climb Terror and Unrest ; 
Within the brazen galley's sides 

Care, ever wakeful, flits, 
And at his back, when forth in state he rides, 

Her withering shadow sits. 

If thus it fare with all ; 
If neither marbles from the Phrygian mine, 

Nor star-bright robes of purple and of pall. 

Nor the Falemian vine 
Nor costliest balsams, fetched from furthest Ind, 
Can sooth the restless mind ; 

Why should I choose 
To rear on high, as modem spendthrifts use, 

A lofty hall, might be the home for kings, 
With portals vast, for Malice to abuse, 
Or Envy make her theme to point a tale ; 
Or why for wealth, which new-bom trouble brings, 

Exchange my Sabine vale ? 

Sir Theodore Marttx. 

{By hind permission, ) 

PARAPHRASE OF THE SAME ODE. 

" Odiprofanum vulz/usy 

Hence, ye profane ! I hate you all ; 
Both the great vulgar, and the small. 
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To rirpn mindB, which yet their native whiteness hol^ 
Nor yet discoloured with the love of gold 

That jaundice of the sotd, 
OVhich makes it look so gilded and so fonl). 
To you, ye very few, these truths I tell ; 
The muse inspires my song ; hark, and observe itwell,^ 

We look on men and wonder at such odds 
'Twixt things that were the same by birth ; 
We look on kings as giants of the earth, 

These giants are but pigmies to tlie gods. 
The humblest bush and proudest oak 
Are but of equal proof against the thunder- stroke. 
Beauty and strength, and wit, and wealth, and powerJ 

Have their short flourishing hour ; 

And love to see themselves, and smile. 
And joy in their pre-eminence awhile : 

Ev'n so in the same land. 
Poor weeds, rich corn, gay flowers, together stand ; 
Alas ! death mows down all with an impartial hand : 
And all ye men, whom greatness does so please. 

Ye feast, I fear, like Damocles, 

If ye your eyes could upwards move, 
(But ye, I fear, think nothing is above,) 
Ye would perceive by what a little thread 

The sword stiU hangs over your head : 

No tide of wine would drown your cares ; 
No mirth or music over-noise your fears : 
The fear of death would you so watchful keep, 
As not t' admit the image of it. Sleep. 
Sleep is a god too proud to wait in palaces, 
And yet so humble too, as not to scorn 

The meanest country cottages : 

" His poppy grows among the corn." 
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The halcyon Sleep will never build his nest 
In any stormy breast. 

'Tis not enough that he does find 

Clouds and darkness in their mind ; 

Darkness but half his work will do : 

•Tis not enough ; he must find quiet too. 
The man, who in all wishes he does make, 

Does only Nature's counsel take, 
That wise and happy man will never fear 

The evil aspects of the year ; 
Nor tremble, though two comets should appear ; 
He does not look in almanacs, to see 

Whether he fortunate shall be : 
Let Mars and Saturn in the heavens conjoin, 
And what they please against the world design. 

So Jupiter within him shine. 
K of your pleasures and desires no end be found, 
God to your cares and fears will set no bound. 

What would content you ? who can tell ? 
Ye fear so much to lose what ye have got, 

As if ye liked it well : 
Ye strive for more, as if ye liked it not. 
Go, l^vel hills, and fill up seas, 
Spare nought that may your wanton fancy please : 
But, trust me, when you have done all this, 
Much will be missing still, and much will be amiss. 

Abraham Cowlet, 
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PART OF ODE 11. 
TO HIS FEIENDS.* 

**Angialam, amice, paupmt'm." 
How bleased is lie who for his country dies, 
Since death pursues the coward as he flies I 
The youth in vain would fly from fate's attack, 
With trembling knees and terror at his back ; 
Though fear should lend him pinions like the wind, 
Yet swifter fate will seize him from behind. 

Virtue repulsed, yet knows not to repine. 
But shall with uuattaiuted honour shine ; 
Nor stoops to take the staff, nor lays it down, 
Just as the rabble please to smile or frown. 

Virtue, to crown her favourites, loves to try 
Some new unbeaten passage to the sky ; 
"Where Jove a seat among the gods will give 
To those who die for meriting to live. 

Next, faithful silence hath a sure reward ; 
Within our breast be every secret barred ! 
He who betrays his friend, shall never be 
Under one roof, or in one ship, with me ; 



* The lirst tea lines of this Ode are i>initti^d, ta it was nddrtued hfM 
Swift to Lord Oxford, then in the Tower and in danger of death frontfl 
the malice of hia political enemies. We give them hers : — 

" The Komsn youth shonld learn to gladly bear 
The toils of wsr, sharp penury, and cai'e, 
Shnuld on his gnllant steed scith mighty spear 
Bear, thiough the I'arthian rooks, dismay and fear ; 
Tlmt when Irom her high toiter Llie loeinan'a quean 
Or some ripe maiden hia brore decils has seen, 
They both may trembla lost their love should dar> 
To meet the lion-champioij riding there, 
Who makes, mid carnage fell, his dreadful way 
Through the thick inasBel of the foot' mriay."— Jiumi, 
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ODE III. 
TO DELLIU3. 



"Jtatmn et l^utcerrt," 



For who with traitors would bis safety truBt, 
Lest, with the wicked, Heaven involve the just ? 
And though the villain 'scape awhile, he feels 
Slow vengeance, like a blood-hound, at his heels. 
^^i Dean Swift. 

^^^BEi man resolved and steady to his trust, 
Inflexible to ill, and obstinately just, 
May the rude rabble's insolence despise. 
Their senseless clamours and tumultuous cries ; 

The tyrant's fierceness he beguiles. 
And the stem brow, and the harsh voice defies, 

And with superior greatness smiles. 
Not the rough whirlwind that deforms 
Adria's black gulf, and vexes it with storms, 
The stubborn virtue of his soul can move ; 
Nor the red arm of angry Jove, 
That flings the thunder from the sky. 
And gives it rage to roar, and strength to fly. 
Should the whole frame of Nature round him break, 

In I'uin and confusion hurled, 
He, tmconcemed, would bear the mighty crack, 

And stand secure amidst a falling world. 
Such were the godlike arts that led 

Bright Pollux to the blessed abodes ; 
Such did for groat Alcides plead, 
~ And gained a place amongst the godn ; 
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Vliore now Augustus, mixed with heroes, lies. 

Ami to his lips the nectar bowl applies : 
His ruddy lips the purple tincture show, 
And with immortal stains divinely glow. 
By arts like these did young Lyteua rise : 
His tigers drew him to the skies ; 

Wild from the desert, and unbroke. 
In vain they foamed, in vain they stared, 
In vain their eyes with fury glared ; 
He tamed them to tlie laah, and bent them to the yoke. 

Such were the paths that Rome's gi-eat founder trod,_ 
Vhen in a whirlwind snatched on high. 
He shook off dull mortality, 

And lost the monarch in the god. 
Bright Juno then her awful silence broke, 
And thus th' assembled deities bespoke : 
" Troy," says the goddess, " perjured Troy has felt 
The dire effects of her proud tyrant's guilt; 
The towering pile, and soft abodes, 
Walled by the hand of servile gods. 
Now spreads its ruins all around. 
And lies inglorious on the ground. 
An umpire partial and unjust, 
And a lewd woman's impious lust 
Jjay heavy on her head, and sank her to the dust. 
Since false Laomedon's tyi'annic away 
That durst defraud th' immortals of their pay, 
Her guardian gods renounced their patronage. 

Nor would the fierce invading foe repel ; 
To my resentment, and MineiTa's rage, 

The guilty king and the whole people fell. 
And now the long-protracted wars are o'er. 
The soft adulterer shines no more ; 
No more does Hector's force the Trojans shield. 



"hat drove whole armies back, and singly cleared the 
field. 

My vengeance sated, I at length resign 
To Mai's his offspring of the Trojnn line : 
Advanced to godhead, let him rise, 
And take his station in the skies : 
There entertain his ravished sight 
With scenes of glory, fields of light : 
Quaff with the gods immortal wine, 
And see adoring nations crowd his shrine, 

The thin remains of Troy's afflicted host 
In distant renlms may seats unenvied find, 

And flomish on a foreign coast ; 
But far be Rome from Troy disjoined. 
Removed by seas from the disastrous shore, 
May endless billows rise between, and storms un- 
numbered roar. 
Still let the ctu-sed detested ijlnce 
Where Priam lies, and Priam's faithless race, 
Be covered o'er with weeds, and hid in grass. 
There let the wanton flocks unguarded sti-ay ; 

Or, while the lonely shepherd sings, 
Amidst the mighty ruins play, 

And frisk upon the tombs of kings. 
Alay tigers there, and all the savage kind 
Sad solitary haunts and deserts find ; 
In gloomy vaults and nooks of paloces, 
May th' unmolested lioness 
Her brindled whelps securely lay, 
n^r, couched, in dreadful slumbers waste the day. 

Tiile Troy in heaps of ruins; lies, 
lome and the Roman Capitol shall rise ; 
^* illustrious exiles unconfined 

all triumph far and near, and rule mniikind. 
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In vain the sea's intiudmg tide 
Europe from Afric shall divide, 
And pai-t the severed world in two : 

Throiigh Afric's sands their tiiamphs they i 
spread, 
jVnd the long train of victories pursue 

To Nile's yet nndiscovered head. 
Kit^hes the hardy soldiers shall despise. 
And look on gold with nndesiring eyes, 
Nor the disbowelled earth explore 
In search of the forbidden ore ; 
Those glittering ills, concealed within the mine 
Shall lie untouched, and innocently shine- 
To the last bounds that nature sets 
The piercing colds and sultry heats. 
The godlike race shall spread theii' arms ; 
Now fill the polar circle with alarms, 
Till storms and tempests their pursuits confine ; 
Now sweat for conquest underneath the line. 
This only law the victor shall restrain ; 
On these conditions shall he reigu : 
If none his guilty hand employ 
To build again a second Troy, 
If none the i-aah design pursue. 
Nor tempt the vengeance of the gods anew. 
A curse there cleaves to the devoted place, 
That shall the new foundations raze ; 
Greece shall in mutual leagues conspire 
To storm the rising town with fire. 
And at theii- armies' head myself will show 
What Juno, urged to all her rage, can do. 
Thrice should Apollo's self the city raise, 
And line it round with walls of brass ; 
Thi'ice should my favourite Greeks his works confound^ | 
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^HAnd hew the shining fabric to the ground : 
^" Thrice should her captive dames to Greece rctiun. 
And their dead sons and slaughtered husbands moam, 
But hold, my muse, forbear thy towering flight, 
Nor biing the secrets of the gods to light : 
In vain would thy presumptuous verse 
Th' immortal rhetoric rehearse ; 
The mighty strains, in lyric nombers boimd, 
I Forget their majesty, and lose the sound. 

Addison. 
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TO CALLIOPE. 

"Descends ccdo." 
Come from heaven, come and sing 

Some many-linked melody ; 
If the glad voice loud and clear. 
Or the wood-reed please thine ear. 
Or Apollo's cittern be more dear, 

Queen CaUiope ! 
Do ye hear ? oh, can it be, 
A sweet deceiving ecstasy ! 
I seem to hear, I seem to roam 
Through some spirit- haunted home, 
Where beneath the leaves dai-k hushing, 
The pleasant winds, and streams are gushing 
Alone upon the Vultur- mount. 

From fond Apulia's threshold straying, 
The doves the dewy foliage wound 
The weary poet-child around. 

Worn out with sleep and playing. 
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And wonder woke in every breast. 

On Acherontia's crownfed crest, 

And through the Bantine fields, and where 

Tarentura looketh green and fair, — 

That I, untouched by prowling bear, 

Or viper black, should sleep, 
A spirit-guarded, gleeful boy, 

Upon that sacred mjrrtle heap ! 
Daughters of music ! I am borne 

Into your towering Sabine hills. 
Or *mid Prseneste's cooling leaves, 
Or where its path the Tiber weaves, 
Or Baia's crystal rills. 
Dance beside me, and I go 

A sailor on the stormy sea, 
Or over S}Tia*s burning sands, 

A pilgrim journeying joyfully. 
I will see the Briton's dwelling. 

The Spaniard banqueting on gore ; 
I will behold the quivered Scythian, 

Wandering on the desert shore. 
When mighty C^sar, victory-crowned, 
A home among the towns hath found 

For his legions tired with fight, 
His grief-forgetting heart your songs 

In the Pierian cave delight. 
With gentle counsel, singers sweet, 
Rejoicing in your gifts, ye greet. 

A tale is in my memory : 
The Titans and the giant-band, 
Scattered by the thunder-hand, 
Whose sceptred might is over all — 

The earth, its towns, the wind-shook sea, 

And Hades with its agony. 
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Alike that f*>ai-ful hand doth fall 

On man, and immortality ! 
A thought the rebel- brotliers woke 

Of teri'or iu the monarch's breast. 
As glorying in theii- arms, they strove to fling 

Pelion upon Oljinpiis' forky crest. 
Vain boasters ! — Typhon, mighty Mimas, 

Porphyiion with the thi'eateuing form, 
Or Khoetus, or the demoii-hmler 

Of ti'ees uprooted, hke a storm ; 
Feebly they rushed, untaught to yield, 
Against Minerva's sounding shield. 
Here eager Vulcan stood, and there 
The matron Juno, proudly fiiir ; 
And he whose bow is ever on his back ; 
Who bathes his wild locks in the dew 
Of Castaly, and roameth through 
The Lycian plain, his native glen — 
Apollo, the many-named of men ! 
Brute strength, if wisdom guide it not, 
By its own weight to eaj'th is pressed ; 
But thought-restrained, the gods exalt 
Its weakness into power : they hate the breast 
Wliere sin abides, a busy guest. 
Bear witness to my storj', thou, 
Gyas ! the hundred-handed king ; 
And, thou,* whose tongue uuchilled by fear, 
Hath whispered love in Diaii's ear," 
Within thy soul tlie virgin's durt is quivering ! 
Earth upon the monstei-s thrown. 
Sadly weepeth for her own. 
Mourning for her childi-en sent 
Unto heU'a lurid plement ; 
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Xot yet the rapid flame doth leap 
Through Etna's fast upgathered heap. 
By Tityus' heart the vulture sitteth, 
A watcher sleeping never; 
And hell about the cloud-bom lover • 
Ilath bound its mauacles for ever ! 

Robert Wiuiiott. 



THE PRAISES OF AUGUSTUS. 

" Geth tonantem credidimus." 
Jove's power the thunder peal proclaims ! 
Britain's and Parthia's hated names, 
Inscribed mid Ciesar's victories 
Exalt the hero to the skies. 
And has thy soldier, Crassus, wived 
With a barbarian, meanly lived ? 
Beneath a Median standard ranged, 
(0 Senate shamed ! O manners changed t) 
Mailed in a foreign sire's array, 
Has the stem Marsian's brow grown grey — 
Vesta, race, robe, and rites forgot, 
As if great Rome — Rome's Jove were not ? 
This, patriot Regulus foreknew ; 
And spurned, {to home and honour true,) 
The terms whose chronicled disgrace 
Would paralyze each rising race. 
If they, who bore to live in chains, 
Fined not unwept. " In Punic fanes 
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Rome's captive banner hang " (he cried,) 

" These eyes have witnessed ; from & sido 

Gashed by no wound the sword resigned. 

And cords round Roman arms entwined ; 

Carthage flung open, and her field, 

(Erst our rich spoil) securely tilled ! 

Hope ye more brave » ransomed race ? 

Ye couple damage with disgrace. 

Alas ! once tinctured for the loom. 

Ne'er will the fleece its snow resume ; 

Nor valour suUied by a stain 

Renew its fire, and glow again. 

If stag released will brave the fight, 

Then count upon that soldier's might. 

Who once has trusted treacherous foe : 

Then deem he'll strike heroic blow, 

Who once has felt the hostile cord, 

And quivered at a Punic sword, 

'Twas his, in wild despair of life, 

To crouch for peace 'mid battle's strife 

mighty Carthage, reai-ed to fame, 

On ruin of the Roman name ! " 

And thus, his wife's chaste kiss declined, 

His infants' clinging anns untwined. 

With eyes cast down, in sternest mood, 

The self- attainted warrior stood : 

Till he the wavering Senate bent 

With counsel beyond precedent. 

And midst his weeping friends' dismay, 

Illustrious exile ! hied away. 

Though well, alas ! he knew what woes 

Were meant him by his savage foes ; 

Through kin, through crowds before him cast, 
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With foot aa firm the hero past 
As if each client's petty broil 
Duly composed, from civil toil 
He turned to some Veiiaran dome 
Or for Tai'entum'B quiet home. 



TO THE ROMANS. 

" Dflkln major um." 



Those ills your ancestors have done, 
Komans ! are now become your own ; 
Aud they will coat you dear, 
Unless yon soon repair 
The falling temples, which the gods provoke, 
And statues, sulhed yet with sacrilegious smoke. 
Propitious Heaven, that raised your fathers high 
For humble grateful piety, 
(As it rewarded their respect) 
Hath sharply punished your neglect. 
All empires on the gods depend. 
Begun by their command, at theii' command they end. 
Let CrasBus' ghost and Labienus tell 
How twice, by Jove'a revenge, our legions fell. 

And with insulting pride, 
Shining in Roman spoils, the Parthian victora ride. 
The Scythiau and Egyptian scum 

Had almost ruined Rome, 
While our seditions took their part. 
Filled each Egyptian sail, and winged each Scythian 
dart. " 
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First these flagitious times 
(Pregnant with unknown crimes) 
Conspire to violate the nuptial bed. 
From which polluted head 
Infectious streams of crowding sins bepan. 
And through the spurious breed and guilty nation ran. 
Behold a fair and melting maid 
Bound 'prentice to a common trade : 
Ionian artists, at a migbty price, 
Instruct her in the myateriee of vice, 
) What nets to spread, where subtle baits to lay, 
And, with an early hand, they form the tempered clay. 

'Tis not the spawn of such as tliese. 
That dj'ed with Punic blood the conquered seas, 
And quashed the stem ^acides ; 
I Made the proud Asian monarch feel 
How weak his gold was against Europe's steel ; 
Forced e'en dire Hannibal to yield, 
' And won the long disputed world, at Zama's fatal fleld. 
But soldiers of a rustic mould, 
Rough, ready, seasoned, manly, bold ; 
Either they dug the stubborn ground. 
Or, through hewn woods, their weighty strokes did 
sound; 
And after the declining sun 
Had changed the shadows, and their task was done. 
Home with their weary team they took their way. 
And drowned in friendly bowls the labour of the day. 
Time sensibly all things impairs ; 
Our fathers have been worse than theii's ; 
And we than ours ; next age will see 
A race more profligate that we. 
With all the pains we take, have skill enough to be. 

ROSCOUHON. 
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TO ASTERIE. 

"Quidfies, Aiterw." 
Why thus, Asterie, weep thy lord ? 
Him, with rich eastern cargo stored 
Spring's earliest breeze across the main 
Will to thy fond arms waft again. 
His faith imstained. By tempests driven, 
(So mads the Goat the wintry heaven), 
The wretched youth with many a groan 
Spends the cold sleepless night alone. 
In vain to win him Chloe tries — 
His hostess — by love's embassies ; 
Her crafty envoy plies each art ; 
Tells him how burns for him her heart ; 
How by false charges Prcetus' wife 
Perfidious dame, against the life 
Of chaste, too chaste — Bellerophon 
Urged her confiding husband on ; 
How near to death great Peleua was 
Who tied Hippolyte's embrace — 
And many a tale besides throws in 
Framed to beguile the youth to sin- 
In vain : untouched he hstens he 
Deaf as a rock and roai'ing sea. 
Thou too, shun love's entangling snare 
Of young Enipeus' wiles beware. 
Though none so skilled the fiery steed 
To turn and wind on Mars'a mead ; 
Where Tuscan Tiber pours his waves, 
Tiiough none bo fleet the current cleaveB, 




Te£ Greek and Bomaii languages are thine. 
Their hallowed customs, and their rites divine. 
And well you might the flowery wreath admire,* 
The fragrant incense, and the sacred fire, 
Raised on the living turf to hail the day, 
To which the married world their homage pay.t 

When on my head a tree devoted fell. 
And almost crushed me to the shades of hell. 
Grateful I vowed to him, who rules the vine, 
A joyous banquet, while beneath his shrine 
A snow-white goat I should bleed, and when the year 
Revolving bids this festal mom appear, 
We'll pierce a cask with mellow juice replete. 
Mellowed with smoke, since Tullus ruled the state. 

* Used in tho sense of " wonder at." 

t A. festival was observed by the Roman ladies with much retlgiona 
pomp, on the iirat of Mnrch, in memonr of the dnj when the Sabine 
women, having reconciled their husbands with their fathers, dedicated 
«. temple to Juno. In this temple they offered sacrifices and Qowers 
to the goddess, and waited at liome the rest of the day to receive the 
presents which their friends and husbands made them, as if to thank 
them for that hajipy nieiliation. 

t The anoienta usually sacrificed to the gods the beasts which they 
hated. Thus a goat is sacrificed to Bacchus, because it destroyed the 
vine. The victims of the celestial godi wers whita ; those of the 
infernal deities were blook. 
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Come then, Mieceiiss, and for friendship's sake, 
A friend preserved, a hundi'ed bumpei'B take. 
Come di-ink the watchful tapers up to day, 
While noise and quarrels shall be far away. 
No more let Rome your anxious thoughts engage,* 
The Dacian falls beneath the victor's rage, 
The Medes in civil wars their arms employ. 
Inglorious wars ! each other to destroy ; 
Our ancient foes, the haughty sons of Spain, 
At length, indiguaut, feci the Roman chain ; 
With bows unbent the hardy Scythians yield,! 
Resolved to quit the long-disputed field. 
No more the public claims thy pious fears. 
Be not too anxious then with private cares. 
But seize the gifts the present moment brings, 
Those fleeting gifts, and leave severer things. 

Francis, 



THE RECONCILIATION. 

" Donee gratiia eram." 
Hot. Whilst, Lydia, I was loved of thee. 

And 'bout thy ivory neck no youth did fling 
His arms, more acceptably free, 

I thought me richer than the Persian king. 

* AngnstuB km not yet returned from his ea«teni expedltii 
irlien Agrippairent to Spniu, Faunania, and Syriii, UECceiua posaeaaed 
alone the government of Rome and tlsly, until September 73B, whan 
he resignen it to Stutiliua Tam'UH, that ha might follow Augustua into 
Gaul. 

+ It WBa the cUBtora of all the nortliern nationa to hold their bows 
unstcunfc, when they offered proposnls of peace or tnice, a^d vhsn 
they retired off the field of battle. — Frajicii. 
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Lydia. Whilst Horace loved no mistress more, 
Nor after Chloe did his Lj^dia sound, 

In name I went all names before, 
The Boman Ilia was not more renowned. 

Hor. *Tis true I'm Thracian Chloe's, — I, — 
Who sings so sweet, and with such cunning plays, 

As, for her, 1 11 not fear to die. 
So Fate would give her life and longer days. 

Lydia. And I am mutually on fire 
With gentle CaMs, Thurine-Omitli's son, 

For whom I doubly would expire. 
So Fate would let the boy a long thread run. 

Hor. But say old love return should make 
And us disjoined force to her brazen yoke ; 

That I bright Chloe off should shake 
And to left Lydia now the door stand ope* ? 

Lydia. Though he be fairer than a star, 
Thou lighter than the bark of any tree. 

And than rough Adria angrier far ; 
Yet would I wish to love, live, die with thee. 

Ben Jonson. 



ODE X 

TO LYCE. 
" Extremum Tanain.^ 

Lyce ! Lyce ! were thy charms 
Doomed to some barbarian's arms ; 
Pidst thou quaff the Tanais' waves ; 
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Still should pity mourn his fate, 
Who, before thy cruel gate, 

Feels the blast, the tempest braves. 

Mai-k, oh mai'k ! the hollow roar 
Fills tlie gi'ove, thy rattling door 

Echoes to the passing winds I 
Whilst with piu'er air below, 
Jove congeals the spreading snow 

Snow that icy chillDess binds. 

Quit that stem, that haughty mien. 
Hateful to love's gentle queen; 

Wheels once losed shall backward haste. 
Offspring of a Tuscan sire 
Canst thou frown on soft desire ? 

Thou Penelope the chaste ! 

Though my prayers, the gifts I send 
Fail thy stubborn heart to bend ; 

Though my cheeks as violet pale ; 
Though no just resentment rise 
When thy lord to harlots flies, 

Hear, oh hear, love's tender tale I 

Hard as knotted oaks to break, 
Fiercer than the Moorish snake. 

Yet attend these parting strains ; 
Thinkest thou, this my wearied aide 
Long thy threshold can abide. 

Pierced by cold and chilled by rains ? 

William Bobcawes. 



BOOK ITT.— ODE XT. 



TO MERCURY. 

" Mereuri, nam fe." 

THOO, by whose harmonious aid, 
Amphion'a voice the listening stones could lead : 

And Bweetest shell, of power to raise, 
On seven melodious sti-ings, thy various lays ; 

Not vocal, when you first were found. 
But of a simple, and ungrateful sound ; 

Now tuned so sweetly to the ear. 
That gods and men with sacred rapture hear ; 

Oh ! thou inspire the melting strain 
To charm my Lyde's obstinate disdain, 

Who, like a filly o'er the field 
\Vith playful spirit bounds, and fears to 3'ield 

To hand of gentlest touch, or prove. 
Wild as she is, the joys of wedded love. 

'Tis yours, with all their beasts of prey, 
To bid the forests move, and powerful stay 

The rapid stream. The dog of hell, 
Immense of bulk, to thee soft-soothing fell, 

And suppliant bowed, though round his head 
His hundred snakes their guardian horrors spread ; 

Baleful his breath though fiery glowed, 
And from his three-tongued jaws fell poison flowed. 

Ixion, of his pains beguiled. 
And Tityus, with unwilling pleasure, smiled ; 

Dry stood their urn, while with soft strain 
You soothed the labours of the virgin train.* 

* Tho Danaide*. 
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Let Lyde hear, what pains, decreeJ, 
Though late, in death attend the direful deed. 

There doomed to fill, unceasing task ! 
With idle toil, an ever- streaming cask ; 

Impious, who in the hour of rest. 
Could plunge their daggers in a husband's breast. 

Yet worthy of the nuptial flame, 
And nobly meriting a deathless name 

Of many, one untainted maid,* 
Gloriously false, her perjured sire betrayed. 

Thus to her youthful lord " Arise ; 

Awake, lest sleep eternal close thine eyes j 

Eternal sleep : and ah ! from whom 
You little dreaded the relentless doom. 

Ob ! fly, my lord, this wrathful sire ; 
Far from my sisters fly, those sisters dire, 

Wlio riot in their husbands' blood, 
As lionesses rend their panting food ; 

While I, to such fell deeds a foe. 
Nor bind thee here, nor strike the fatal blow. 

Me let my father load with chains, 
Or banish to Numidia's farthest plains ; 

My crime, that I a loyal wife. 
In mercy spared a wretched husband's life. 

While Venus, and the shades of night 
Protect thee, speed, by sea or land, thy flight. 

May every happy omen wait 
To guide tbee through this gloomy hour of fate. 

Yet not forgetful of my doom, ^^, ' 

Engrave thy grateful soiTOW on my tomb." 

Feancib. 



* II;p«rmueBtrt, one af the Dsjiaides, who saved h«t hutbudB 
Lfncsos on ^« night when hir dit«n kiUed thein. 
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TO NEOBULE. 

' Miseranim esl, ni-que." 
Unhappt the maideua forbidden to prove 
The bumper's full joy, or the raptures of love ; 
Unhappy the girls, who are destined to hear 
The tedious rebukes of old uncles severe.* 

Cytherffia's winged son now bids thee resign 
The toils of MineiTa, the spinster divine ; 
For now, Neobule, with other desires 
The brightness of Hebrus thy bosom inspires ; 
When he rises with vigour from Tiber's rough waves, 
AVhere the oil of his labours athletic he laves. 
Like Bellerophon skilful to rein the fierce steed, 
At cuffs never conquered, nor outstripped in speed, 
And dextrous with darts never fljing in vain, 
To wound the light stag, bounding over the plain. 
Or active and valiant the boar to surprise. 
Transfixed with hia spear, as in covert he lies. 

Francis. 
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ODE XI 11. 
TO THE FOUNTAIN BANDUSIA. 

" 0/ons BuiidusieE." 
PONT ! with fiiir uiu-uffled face, 
* clear than crystal and more bright than glas 
To thee my only bowl shall poui- 

• AmoUR tllo EomsnB, unoloa had a grent power over tTisir nepliel . , 
nd, aa tliey were not iisunlly so incliilgi'iit ns fathors, their aeroiity 
laraed into a provei'b, — 7'orr. 
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The BWEftt libation crowned with many a flower. 
'Po.tiiee a sportive kid shall bleed, 

Pro'Mof the spreading honours of his head ; 
'Who meditates the angry shock, 

S^sr some first love the fairest of the flock. 
._•' In vain ! for Venus will not save — 

His youthful blood shall tiuge thy azure wave. 
Not Phcebus, witli his aummei- beams, 

Can penetrate thy shade, and gild thy streaois ; 
But evsr from the dog-star's heat 

The wearifed herds require thy green retreat- 
Let other bards their fountains eing, 

A bard shall love and celebrate thy spring ; 
The secret shelter of thy wood. 

And bubbling rills that fall into thy flood. 

JosN Ca.m Hobhouse. 



TO THE ROMANS.* 

" Sereulis rituy 
Thy prince, Eonif, who foreign realms 

Explored like Jove's immortal son, 
Fearless to seek the laurel wreath 

By death and glorious daring won. 
Victorious comes from farthest Spain, 
To liume and all his guardian gods again. 
Let her, who to her arms receives 

With joy her own, her laurelled spouse. 
Her private sacrifice performed, 

• On the retncn of Auguatua from Spain. 
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Pay to just heaven her public vows, 
And let the fair Octavia lead 
I The matron train in suppliant veils arrayed : 

The matron train, to whose glad arms 

Their sons, with conquest crowned, return; 
And you, fair youth, whose pious tears 

Your slaughtered sires and husbands mourn, 
This day at least your griefs restrain, 
I And luckless from ill-omened words abstain. 

This dftj', with tjTily festal joy, 
Shall drive all gloomy cares away, 

For while imperial Ctesar holds 
O'er the glad earth his awful sway, 

Nor fear of death from foreign arms, 
I Or civil rage ray dauntless soul alarms. 

Boy, bring us essence, bring us crowns ; 

Pierce me a cask of ancient date, 
Big with the storied Marsian war. 

And with its glorious deeds replete, 
If yet one jovial cask remain, 
Since wandering Spartacus o'erswept the plain. 

Invite Neasra to the feast, 

Who sweetly charms the listening ear, 
And bid the fair one haste to bind 

In careless wreaths her osseneed hair ; 
But should her porter bid you stay. 
Leave the rough, surly rogue, and come away. 

When hoary age upon our heads 

Pours down its chilling weight of snowa. 
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No more the breast with anger bums, 

No more with amorous heat it glows: 
Such treatment Horace would not bear, 
When warm with j-outh, ivheu Plancus filled the consul's 
chiUr.* Fka\-cis, 



TO CHLORIS. 

" Uxor pauperis Tbyci." 
Thou poor man's incumbrance, thou rake of a wife, 
At length put an end to this infamous life ; 
Now near thy long home, to be ranked with the shades, 
Give over to frisk it with buxom young maids, 
And, furrowed with wrinkles, profanely to shroud 
Those bright constellations with age's dark cloud. 

What Pholoe well, with a decency free. 
Might practise, sits awkward, O Chloris, on thee. 
Like her, whom the timbrel of Bacchus arouses, 
Thy daughter may better lay siege to the houses 
Of youthlul gallants, while she wantonly gambols, 
Of Nothus enamoured, like a goat in its rnmbles ; 
The spindle, the diatiiti', and wool spinning thrifty. 
Not musical instruments fit thee at fift)'. 
Nor rosea impurpled, enriching the breeze, 
Nor hogsheiids of liquor, drunk down to the lees. 

Francis. 



a Consul in tliG yeai' in which the linttle of Philippi y 
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TO M^CENAS. 
" Induaam DanaSn," 
" The lone grey tower on Avgo's mountain shore, 
' The faithful watchdog at the midnight door." 
Safe in their guard imprisoned love had slept, 
Her baffled suitors youthful Danae wept, 
But with rich bribes the laughing gods betrayed 
The yielding gnardian, and the enamoured maid. 
Through armed satellites, and walls of stone 
Gold wings its flight, resistless though alone. 

Ah ! who the wiles of womankind hath tried ? 
By gold, the priest, the blameless augur* died. 
Mark Philip's march ! the obedient cities fall, 
Ope the wide gates, and yields the embattled wall. 
To gold, each petty tyrant sank a prey. 
King after king confessed its powerful swaj', 
On wisdom's patriot voice the siren hung, 
And staj'ed the thunders of the Athenian tongue, 
The war-worn veteran oft his trophies sold, 
And venal navies owned the power of gold. 

Enlarging wealth increasing wishes share, 

The gods have cursed the miser's lioard with care ; 

To modest worth are choicest blessings sent, 

Heaven loves the humble virtues of content. 

Far from the rich thy poet loves to dwell, 

And shai'e the silence of the hermit's cell. 
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Tbe wild brook babbling down the mountain's side, 
The chestnut copse that spreads its Irafv pride. 
The garden-plot that asks but little i-oom. 
The ripening corn-field, and the orchard's bloom, 
These simple pleasures, trust me, are unknown 
To the rich palace, or the jewelled throue ; 
The wealthy lords of Afric's wild domain 
Would spurn my lowly roof and bounded plain. 

Cold are the Sabine bills ! hives not for me 
Its boarded nectar the Caiabrian bee. 
Here no rich vines their amber clusters rain, 
Not mine the fleece that decks Gallicia'a plain. 
Yet want, for once, avoids a poet's door, 
Content, and grateful, can I ask for more ? 
But should thy bai'd seek ampler means to live, 
Patron and friend ! thy liberal hand would give. 

What if increasing wealth withholds its shower, 
If the rich widow guards her jealous dower; 
Then wiser learn the effect is still the same. 
From humbler wishes, and contracted aim. 
More wealthy thou, than if thy lands could join 
All Phrygia's harvests to the Lydian mine : 
Not want alone surrounds the opening door. 
For pride and avarice are ever poor ; 
Delusive hope, and wild desire combined. 
Feed with vain thoughts the hunger of the mind. 
But blessed is he to whom indulgent Heaven 
Man's happiest state — enougli— not more, has given. 
Rev. J. Mttfokd. 
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ODE XVII. 

TO ^LIUS LAMIA. 

" JSli, vetusto." 

-Elius, whose ancient lineage springs 

From Lamus * founder of the name, 
(From whom a sacred line of kings 

Shines through the long records of fame ; 

From whom th' illustrious race arose 
Who first possessed the Formian towers, 

And reigned where Liris smoothly flows 
To fair Marica*s marshy shores,) 

If the old shower-foretelling crow 

Croak not her boding note in vain. 
To-morrow's eastern storm shall strow 

The woods with leaves, with weeds the main. 

Then pile the fuel while you may, 
And cheer your spirit high with wine. 

Give to your slaves one idle day, 
And feast upon the fatted swine. 

Fbancis. 



ODE XVIII. 

TO A FAUN. 
"Faune, Nympharum.^'^ 

Wooer of young Nymphs who fly thee, 

Lightly o'er my sun-lit lawn, 
Trip and go, nor injured by thee 

Be my weanling herds, O Faun : 

* The son of Neptune. The Lamise were famous for their royal and 
uoble descent. 



I TUB ODSS OF BORAGE. 

If tile kid Ms doomed head bows, and 

Brims with wioe the loving cup, 
When the year is fiill ; and tlionsand 

Scents from altars hoar go up. 
Each flock in the rich grass gambolH 

When the mouth comes which is thine ; 
And the ba])py village rambles 

Fieldward with the idle kine : 
Lambs play on, tlie wolf their neighbour : 

"Wild woods deck thee with their spoil : 
And with glee the sons of labour 

Stamp upon their foe the soil. 

C. S. Cata-erley. 



TO TELEPHUS." 

" Quantum i/islel ab Inacho." 
Whbn Inaehus reigned to thee is notorious, 
When slain for bis country was Codrus the glorious ; 
When governed the monarclis fi-om Peleua descended. 
When Troy was besieged, and so bravely defended ; 
But where the best Chian, or what it may corit ye, 
Or how we may warm the long winter and frosty. 
Or temper our water with embers so glowing. 
Ah ! Telephus, here thou art strangely unknowing. 
Here's a biimper to midnight; to Luna's firsi 
shining ; 
A thii'd to our fi-iend in his post of divining. 
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Come fill up the bowl, then fill up your bumpers. 

Let three, or thrice three, be the jovial of niunbera. 

The poet, enraptured, sure never refuses 

His brimmers thrice three to his odd-numbered Muses ; 

But the Graces, in naked simplicity cautious, 

Are ntVflid more than three misht to quarrels debauch 

UB. 

Gay frohc and mirth to madness shall fire us ; 
Why breathes not the flute then with joy to inspire us? 
Why hangs on the wall, in silence dolorous. 
The soft-swelling pipe, and the hautboy sonorous ? 
I hate all the slaves who are sparing of labour ; 
Give us roses abundant, and let our old neighbour, 
With his damsel, ill suited to such an old fellow. 
Even burst with his envy to heai' us so mellow. 
Poor Horace in flnmes, how slowly consuming I 
For Glycera burns, while Chloe the blooming 
Her Telephus courts, whose tresses are beaming. 
As are the bright rays from Vesperus streaming. 

F RAN' CIS, 



TO PYEEHUS. 

" Non aides quanta." 
How gieat the danger, Pyrrhus, canst not see ? 

From Afric's lioness her whelps to snatch ! 
Ere long, thou nerveless spoiler, shalt thou flee 

The unequal match. 
When stalks she through the youth's opposing throng. 

Loud is the strife the beauteous prey to claim 
Whether NearchuB shall to thee belong 
Or to the dame : 
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Meantime, wbQe thoo liost point the feathered steel 
She whets her awful fangs ; the palm he epoms. 
Though Tunpire of the fight, beDeath his heel. 

And careless tnms 
Hia shapely shoulder to the cooling air 

That lifts his perfdmed locks. Sach was the gi-»cp 
Of him from watery Ida stolen : so fair 
Was Nireus' face. 

G. J. Whtte Melville, 



TO HIS CASK. 
" fiata vucam." 
Gei(ti.e cask of mellow wine. 
And of equal age nith mine ; 
Whether j'oa to broils or mirth, 
Or to madding love give birth; 
Or the toper's temples steep 
Sweetly in ambrosial sleep ; 
For whatever various use 
You preserve the chosen juice. 
Worthy of some festal liour, 
Now the hoary vintage pour: 
Come — Corvinus, gnest divine. 
Bids me draw the smoothest wine. 

Though with science deep imbued, 
He, not like a Cynic rude, 
Tbee despises ; for of old 
Cato's virtue, we are told, 
Often with a bumper glowed, 
And with social raptures flowed. 
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You by geutle toi-tures oft 
Melt hard tempera into soft ; 
You strip off the grave dlBguise 
From the counsels of the wise, 
And with Eacchoa, blithe and gay, 
Bring them to the face of day. 
Hope by thee, fair fugitive ! 
Bids the wretched strive to-live; 
To the beggar you dispense 
Heail and brow of confidence ; 
Warmed by thee he scoma to fear 
Tyrant's frown, or soldier's spear. 

Bacchus boon, and Venus fair. 
(If she come with cbeeiful air,) 
And the Graces, charming band I 
Ever dancing hand-in-hand ; 
And the living taper's flame 
Shall prolong thy purple stream, 
Till returning Phcebus bright 
Puts the lazy stars to flight. 



ODE XXIL 
TO DIANA. 

*' Montium eustos." 
Chabtb goddess of the radiant night 
Who lov'st the airy mountain's height 

And gaard'st the sylvan bower ; 
Who thrice invoked with pious prayers 
Reliev'st the teeming matron's cai'es 

Saved by thy triple power ; 
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Accept this vow ! henceforth the pine 
That shades my humble roof is thine ; 

Where, menacing the sight 
Slain by my hand a boar shall stain 
Each year, thy consecrated fane. 

On this returning light. 

William Boscawen. 



ODE xxiir. 
TO PHIDYLE. 

" Calo svpinas." 
If, rural Phidyle, at the moon's arise 
To heaven thou lift thy hands in humble wise: 
If thou with sacrifice thy Lara wilt please. 
Or with new froit or gi'eedy swine appease. 

Thy fertile vineyard shall not suffer blast 
From pestilent south ; nor parching dew be cast 
Upon thy corn, nor shall thy children dear 
Feel sickly fits in autumn of the year. 

It is the long vowed victim, which is fed 
'Mongst holms and oaks on snowy Algid'a head, 
Or which in fat Albanian pastures grew 
That shall the priest's sliai-p axe with blood Imbrue. 

To thee, who petty gods dost magnify 
With myrtle branch and sprig of rosemary, 
It nothing appertains their feasts to keep. 
With frequent slaughterB of the fattest sheep. 
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If thy hand, free from ill, the altar touch 
Thou sbalt the offeDded ffods appease as much 
With gift of sparkling salt and pious meal 
As if thy vows more costly victims seal. 

SiK T. Uawkiks. 



AGAINST MISERS. 

" Iniactii opulenlior." 
Though of th' unrifled gold possessed, 
I Of gorgeous Ind, and Araby the blessed ; 

Though with hewu, massy rocks you raise 
Your haughty sti'uuturea midst th' indignant seas 

Yet, soon as fate shall round your head. 
With adamantine strength, its terrors spread. 

Not the dictator's power shall save 
Your soul from fear, j'our body from the grave. 
Happy the Scythians, houseless train ! 
I Who roll their vagrant dwellings o'er the plain 

Happy the Getes, fierce and brave, 
\ Whom no fixed laws of property enslave f 
While open stands the golden grain, 
[ The ireebom fruitage of tlie unbounded plain, 
Succeeding yeai'ly to the toil, 
They plough with equal tasks the public soil. 
Not there the guiltless stepdame knows 
[ The baleful draught for orphans to compose ; 
No wife high-portioned rules her spouse, 
I Or trusts her essenced lover's faithless vows : 
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The lovers there for dowry claim 

The father's virtue, and the mother's fame. 

That dares cot break the nuptial tie, 
Polluted crime ! whose portion ia to die. 

Oh ! that some patriot, wise and good, 
Would stop this impious thirst of civil blood, 

And joy on statues to behold 
His name, the father of the state, enrolled ! 

Oh ! let him quell our spreading shame, 
And live to latest times an honoured name. 

Though living Virtue we despise, 
"We follow her, when dead, with envious eyes ; 

But wherefore do we thus complain, 
If Justice wear her awful sword in vain ? 

And what are laws, unless obeyed 
By the same moral virtues they were made ? 

If neither burning heats extreme, 
Wiiere eastern Phcebus darts his fiercest beam, 

Nor where the northei-n tempest blows, 
And freezes down to earth th' eternal snows. 

Nor the wild terrors of the main 
Can daunt the merchant, and his voyage restrain ; 

If want, ah dire disgrace ! we fear. 
From thence with ligour act, with patience bear, 

While Virtue's paths untrodden lie, 
Those paths that lead us upwards to the sky ? 

Oh ! let us consecrate to Jove 
(Rome shall with shouts the pious deed approve) 

Our gems, our gold, pernicious store I 
Or plunge into the deep the baleful ore. 

If you indeed your crimes detest, 
Tear forth, uprooted from the youthful breast 

The seeds of each depraved desire, 
While manly toils a firmer soul inspire. 



^ 
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Nor knows our youth, of noblest race, 
To mount the managed steed, or urge the chase j 

More skilled in the mean arts of vice, 
The whirling troque,* or law-forbidden dice : t 

And yet his worthless heir to raise 
To hasty wealth, the perjured sire betrays 

His partners, coheirs, and his friends ; 
But, while in heaps his wicked wealth ascends, 

He is not of his wish possessed. 
There's something wanting still to make him blessed. 
Franocs. 



TO BACCHUS. 

" dm me, Baech£." 
Where dost thou drag me, son of Semele, 

Me who am lost in wine ? 
Through what lone gi-oves, through what wild haunts 

of thine 
Am I, in this strange frenzy, forced to flee ? 
From what deep caverns (as I meditate 
On peerless Cresar's fame and deathless fate) 
Shall I be heai'd, when my exulting ones 
Proclaim him Mend of Jove, and star in yon bright 

akies? 



f All games of hazard were foibidden by several laws, except during 
the Saturnalia.. SuetoninB tella as, Aupistna not only played in tlut, 
bnt in all other festivals. — Fraiuit. 
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Something I'll shout — new — sti'ange — as yet unsung 

By any other human tongue ! 
Thus, stung by thee, the sleepless Bacchanals ever 
Grow mad whilst gazing on the Hebrus river. 
On snow-white Thrace, and Rhodope, whose crown 
Barbarian footsteps ti'ample down. 

And oh ! like them it joys my soul 

To wander where the rivers roll, 
To gaze upon the dark and desert groves, 
thou great power, whom the Naiad loves 
And Bacchant women worship (who o'er throw 

The mighty ash-trees as they go), 

Nothing little, nothing low, 

Nothing mortal will I sing. 

'Tis risk, but pleasant risk, king I 
To follow thus a god who loves to twine 
His temples with the green and cui'hng vine. 

Procter (Barry Cokkwali.). 



ODE XXYI. 

TO VENUS. 
" VixipiiBUU" 
I LATELY with young virgins did comply, 
And was in Cupid's camp renowned high ; 
Now my engins • (wars at end) 
And lute I'll on this wall suspend, 
Bord'ring on sea-born Venus's left hand 
Here, here let my enlightening taper stand, 

* Weapon*. 
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With my levers (ind my bow, 

That barred up doora can open throw. 
Thou who dost o'er blest Cyprus Isle preside, 
And Memphis where no Thracian snow can bide, 

Queen ! with far-fetched stroke 

Once haughty Chloe'a ire revoke, 

Alexander Beome,* 



ODE XXVII. 
TO GALATEA. 
" I/npios parrce." 
Fierce from her cubs the ravening fox, 
Or wolf from steep Lanuvian rocks, 
Or pregnant bitch, or chattering jay, 
Ill-omened, guide the wicked on their way ; 

Serpents, like aiTows, sidelong thwai-t 
The road, and make their horses start. 
For those T love, with anxious fear 
I view the doubtftil skies, a prudent seer ; 

And bid the chanting raven rise 

When Phoebus gilds his orient skies ; 

Ere speeds the shower-boding crow 

To lakes, whose languid waters cease to flow. 

Happy may Galatea prove, 
Nor yet unmindful of our love ; 
For now no luckless pie prevails. 
Nor vagrant crow forbids the swelling sails. 

* Brome published tho first complete translntion of Horacs. 
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Yet see what storms tumultuous rise, 
While prone Orion sweeps the skies. 
I know the Adriatic main," 
And western winds, perfidiously serene. 

But may the rising tempest shake 
Our foes, and dreadful o'er them break ; 
For them the blackening ocean roar, 
And angry surges Insh the trembling shore. 

When on her bull Em-opa rode,t 
Nor knew she pressed th' imperial god, 
Bold as she was, th' a&'ighted maid. 
The roUiug monsters of the deep surveyed. 

Late for the rural nymphs she chose 
Each flower, a garland to compose ; 
But now, beneath the gloom of night, 
Views nought hut seas, and stars of feeble light. 

Soon as she touched the Cretan shore, 
" My sire," she cries ; " Ah ! miue no more ; 
For every pious tender name 
Is madly lost in this destructive flame. 

" Where am I, wretched and undone ? 
And shall a single death atone 
A virgin's crime ? or do my fears 
Deplore the guUty deed witli waking tears ? 

' Homue kuew tile Adrintic sea in his voynge to Atlicna, when hi 
went to study philosophy there ; and a secand time in his return ti. 
lUly, Rfter the battle of Philijipi. — Francis. 

+ Oaktea was preparitig to embark, beoauaa tha siies were serena, 
and tlie Beaa colm ; but Horace tella her \hat Enropa was deceived by 
the same serenity of the ikies and calmuesa o( the seas ; that she soon 
had leasou to rapent of her baldness, nliiiii she saw nothing round ber 
but stars and waven. Such ie the force and justness of the com- ' 
poriBou. — Torr. 
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" Or am I yetj ah ! pure from shame, 
Mocked by a vain, delusive dream ? 
Could I my springing flow'rete leave 
To tempt tlu'ough length of seas the fuithleas wave ? 

" While thus with just revenge possessed. 
How could I teai' that monsti'ous beast I 
How would I break, by rage inspired, 
Those horns, alas ! too fondly once admired ? 

" Shameless, my father's gods I fly ; 
Shameless, and yet I fear to die. 
Hear me, some gracious heavenly power, 
Let lions fell this naked corse devour. 

" My cheeks ere hollow wrinkles seize ; 
Ere yet their rosy bloom decays ; 
While youth yet rolls its vital flood ; 
Let tigers fiercely riot in my blood. 

" But hark ! I hear my father cry, 
' Make haste, unhappy maid, to die ; 
And if a pendent fate you choose. 
Your faithful girdle gives the kindly noose ; 

" ' Or if you like a headlong death, 
Behold the pointed rocks beneath ; 
Or plunge into the rapid wave, 
Nor live on haughty tasks, a spinster-slave, 

" ' Some rude barbarian's concubine, 
Bom as thou art of royal line ' " 
Here the perfidious-smiling dame. 
And idle Cupid to the mourner came ; 
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Awhile she rallied with the fnir, 
Then with a gi-ave and serious air, 
" Indulge," she cries, " thy rage no more. 
This odious bull sfiall yield him to thy power. 

" Yet sigh no more but think of love ; 
For know thou art the wife of Jove : 
Then lenrn to bear thy future fame 
When earth's wide continent shall boast thy name." 
Fbakois. 



TO LYDE. 

" Festo q 



Sat, what shall I do on the festival day " 
Of Neptune ? Come, Lyde, without more delay, 
And broach the good creature, invaulted that lies ; 
Cast off all reserve, and be meny and wise. 
The evening approaches, you see, from you hill ; 
And yet, as if Phcebus, though winged, stood still, 
\'ou dally to bring us a cup of the best, 
Condemned, like its consul, ignobly to rest. 

With voices alternative, the sea-potent king. 
And the Nereids with ringlets of azure, we'll sing. 
From the sweet-sounding shell thy hand shall araise 
Latona's, and swift-darting Cj-nthia's praise. 
The gay-smiling goddess of love and delight, 
Who ri^es over Cnidus, and Cyclades bright, 

1 Athoua ; 23rd of Jnly ii 



BOOK III.— ODE SXIX. 12 

And guiding her swans with a soft silien rein, 
BeviEitB her Paphoa, shall crown the glad straiti. 
Then to the good Night, while bumpers elate us, 
We'll sing a farewell, and a decent quietus. 

FltANCJS. 



ODE XXIX. 

TO M^CENAS. 
" Tyirhma regiim." 
MiCENAs, — sprung from Tuscan kings — for thee, 
Mild wine in vessels never touched, I keep : 
Here roses and sweet odours be 
Whose dew thy hair shall steep. 
stay not, let moist Tiber be disdained, 
And jEsnlse's declining fields and hills 
Where once Telegonua remained — 
Whose hand his father kills. 
Forsake the height where loathsome plenty cloys, 
And towers which to the lofty clouds aspii'e ; 
The smoke of Rome, her wealth iind noise 
Thou wilt not liere admire. 
In pleasing change the rich man takes delight. 
And frugal meals in homely seats allows, 
Where hangings want, and purple bright, 
He clears liis care-full brows. 
Now Cepheua plainly shows his hidden fire. 
The Dogstar now his furious heat displays. 
The Lion spreads his raging ire. 
The sun brings parching days, 
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Tlie shepherd now his sickly tlock restores 
With shades and rivers, and the thickets fijida 
Of rough Silvanns ; silent shores 
Are free from playing winds. 

To keep the state in order is thy care, 
Solicitous for Eome, thou fear'st the wara 
Which harbarous eastern troops prepare, 
And Tanais, used to jai-s. 

The wise Ci'eator from our knowledge hides 
The end of future times in darksome night ; 
False thoughts of m.ortals he derides 
^Vhen them vain toys afii'ight. 

With mindful temper present hours compose, 
The rest are lilte a river, which with e 
Sometimes within its channel flows 
Into Etrurian seas. 

Oft stones, trees, flocks, and houses it devours, 
With echoes from the hills and neighb'ring woods 
Wlien some fierce deluge, raised by showers, 
Turns quiet brooks to floods. 

He, master of himself, in mirth may live 
Who saith, "I rest well pleased with former days. 
Let God from heaven to-mon.'ow give 
Black clouds or sunny rays." 

No force can make that void, which onco is past, 
These things ai'e never altered, or undone, 
Which from the instant rolling fast 
With flying moments run. 
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Proud Fortune, joyful sad nffaii's to find, 
lusTilting in her sport, delights to chanjife 
Uncertain honours : quickly kind, 
And straight again as strange. 
I praise her stay i but if she stir her winga, 
Her gifts I leave, and to myself retire, 
Wrapt in my virtue ; honest things 
In want no dower require. 

When Lybian storms the mast in pieces shake 
I never God with prayers and vows implore, 
Lest precious WRrea addition make 
To greedy Neptiuie's store. 
Then I, contented with a little boat, 
Am through ^gean waves by winds conveyed, 
Where Pollux makes me safely float. 
And Castor's friendly aid. 

Sir John Beaumont, 1603. 

PAEAPHRASE OF THE SAME ODE. 
" Ti/rrhena regnm." 
Descended of an ancient line, 

That long the Tuscan sceptre swayed, 
Make haste to meet the generous wine. 
Whose piercing is for thee delayed ; 
The rosy wrentb is ready made ; 
-And artful hands prepare 

■ ■The fragi-ant Syrian oil, that shall perfiune thy hair. 
(Vhen the wine sparkles from afar, 

And the well-natnred friend cries, " Come away ! " 
btake haste, and leave tliy businesa, and thy care. 
No mortal interest can be woitli lliy stay. 



It(«t« tax swhUe, tfay costlj couotry seat I 
Aad to b« gtMtt indeed, fotget 
The nHneoos pteasores of the gtest. 

Make hftste nnd come ! 
Come Hud fors&ke thy cloying store I 
Tliy turret that surveys from high. 

The smoke, and weoltli, oud uoise of Rome, 
And till the busy pngeaiitry. 
That mse men sconi. and fools adore. 
Come give thy soul n loose, and taste the pleasures ofl 
the poor 1 

Sometimes 'tis grateful for the rich to try 
A short vicissitude, and fit of poverty : 

A savoury dish, a homely treat 

Where all is plain, where all ia neat, 
Without the stately spacious room, 
The Persian carpet, or the Tyrian loom 

Clear up the cloudy foreheads of the great. 

The sun ia in the Lion mounted high, 

The Sjiian star barks from afar, 
And, with his sultry breath, infects the sky ; 
The ground below is pai-ched, the heavens above ua fry ; ' 

The shepherd drives his fainting flock 

Beneath the covert of a rock. 
And seeks refreshing rivulets nigh : 
The Sylvaiis to their shades retire. 
Those very shades and streams, new shades and streams 

requiiv, 
And WHiit a cooling breeze of wind to fan the raging fire. 

TWu. vfhat befits the new Lord Mayor, 
A»d wh»t the City factions dare, 
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And what the Gallic arms will do, 

And what the qiiiver-beavuig foe, 

Art anxiously inquisitive to know : 
I Sut God has wisely hid, from human sight, 

The dark decrees of future fate, 
I And sown their seeds in depths of night. 

He laughs at all the giddy turns of State, 

Where mortals search too soon, and fear too late. 

■ Enjoy the present smiling houi-. 
And put it out of Fortune's power ; 
The tide of business, like the running stream. 

Is sometimes high and sometimea low, 

A quiet ebb, or a tempestuous flow, 
And alw'ays in extreme. 

Now with a noiseless gentle course, 

It keeps within the middle bed ; 

Anon it lifts aloft its bead, 
And bears down all before it, with impetuous force : 

And trunks of ti'ees come rolling down. 

Sheep and their folds together drown ; 
Both house and homestead into seas are borne. 
And rocks are from theii' old foundations torn, 
And woods, made thin with winds, their acattered 
honours moui^n. 

Happy the man, and happy he alone, 

He, who can call to-day his own : 

He who, secure within, can say 

To-mon-ow do thy worst, for I have lired to-day I 

Be fail' or foul, or rain or shine, 
The joye I have possessed, in spite of fate, are mine. 
Not Heaven itself, upon the past baa power. 
And what has been, has been, and I have bnd mv hour. 
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ODE XXX. 

TO MELPOMENE. 
** Exegi monumentumy 

More durable than brass, in height 

Surpassing far the regal site 

Of pyramids I've raised a tower 

That shall defy the cankering shower, 

Nor northern blast, nor lapse of time 

Shall mar the beauties of its prime. 

I shall not wholly die, for still shall live 

My better part for aye, to give 

Freshness and vigour to the praise 

That I shall reap in after days. 

Long as the priest the Capitol ascends, 

And her chaste steps the silent vestal bends : 

Famous, though sprung of lowly birth, 

O'er thirsty D annus' sterile earth ; 

Where Aufidus' hoarse waves resound 

There shall my name with fame be crowned 

As the first poet who had sung 

iEolian verse in Latin tongue. 

Melpomene ! usurp thy sway. 

My temples wreathe with Delphic bay. 

Herbert Grant. 

(By CL urteovs permission of Messrs. Harbison. ) 
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TO VENUS. 
" Inlermiaaa, Venue, Aw." 
Vemcs, agnin thou mov'st a war 

Long intermitted, pray thee, pray thee spare I 
I am sot such, as in the reign 

Of the good Cynai-a I was ; refrain 
Sour mother of sweet Loves, forbear 

To bend a man, now at his fiftieth year 
Too stubborn for commands so slack ; 

Go where youth's soft entreaties call thee baet, 
More timely hie thee to the house 

(With thy bright swans) of Paulus Maximua : 
There jest and feast, make him thine host 

If a fit liver thou dost seek to toast, 
For he's both noble, lovely, young. 

And for the troubled client fills his tongue : 
Child of a himdred arts, and far 

Will he display the ensigns of thy war. 
And when he, smiling, finds his grace 

With thee 'hove all his rivals' gifts take place. 
He'll thee a marble statue mnke, 

Beneath a sweet-wood roof, near Alba lake ; 
There shall thy dainty nostril take 

In many a gum, and for thy soft ear's sake 
Shall verse be set to harp and lute. 

And Phrygian hau'boy, not without the flute. 
There twice a day in sacred lays, 

The youths and tender maids shall sing thy praise! 
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And in the Salian manner meet 

Thrice 'bout tlij altar, with their ivory feet. 
Me now, nor girl, nor wanton boy 

Delights, nor credulous hope of mutual joy ; 
Nor care I now healths to propound 

Or with fresh flowers to girt my temples round. 
But why, oh why, my Ligurine, 

Flow my thin tears down these pale cheeks of mine ? 
Or why my well-graeed words among, 

"With an uncomely silence, fails my tongue? 
Hard-hearted, I dream every night 

I hold thee fast ! but fled hence with the light, 
Whether in Mara his field thou be, 

Or Tiber's winding streams, I follow thee. 

Ben Jonson. 



ODE 11. 



1*^ TO ANTONIUS lULUS.* 

" Pindarum quisquis." 
He, who to Pindai''s height attempts to rise, 
Like Icarus, with waxen pinions tries 
His pathless way, and from the venturous theme 
F ullin g shall leave to azui'e seas his name. 

As when a river, swollen by sudden showers, 
O'er its known banks from some steep mountain pours, 
So in profound, unmeasurable song 
The deep-mouthed Pindar, foaming, pours along. 

Well he deserves Apollo's laurelled crown, 
"Whether new words he rolls em^aptui'ed down 
• Thear 
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lni|)otiiou3 tbrouf^li tlie Dithyrambie straina; 
Free from all laws, but what biinself ordaius ; 

AMiether in lofty tone sublime he sings 
The immoi-tal gods, or god-descended kings, 
Willi death deserved who smote the Centaurs dire, 
And quenched the fierce Chinifflra's breath of fire ; 

Or whom th' Olympic palm, celestial prize ! 
Victorious crowns, and raises to the skies, 
Wi'eatler or steed — with honours, that outlive 
The mortal fame which thousand statues give ; 

Or mourns some hiipless youth in plaintive lay. 
From his fond, weeping bride, ah ! torn away ; 
His manners pure, his courage, and his name, 
Snatch'd from the grave, he vindicates to fame. 

Thus, when the Thehan swan attempts the skies, 
A nobler gale of rapture bids him rise ; 
But like a bee, which through the breezy groves 
With feeble wing and idle murmurs roves. 

Sits on the bloom, and with unceasing toil 
From thj-me sweet-breathing culls his flowery spoil ; 
So I, weak bard ! round Tiber's lucid spring, 
Of humbler strain laborious verses sing. 

'Tis thine with deeper hand to strike the lyre, 
When Ciesar shall his raptm'ed bard inspire. 
And crowned with liiurel, well-earned meed of war, 
Drag the fierce Gaul at his triumphal car; 

Than whom the gods ne'er gave, or bouuteous FateJ 
To human kind a gift more good or great, 
Nor from their treasures shall again unfold, 
Though time roll backward to hia ancient gold. 

Be thine the festal days, the city's joys. 
The Forum silenced from litigious noise, 
The jmblic games for Ciesar safe restored, 
A blessing oft with pious vows implored. 
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Then, if my voice can reach the glorious theme ; 
Then will I sing, amid the loud acclaim — 
" Hail, brightest sun ; in Bome'e fair annals shine; 
Ciesar returns — eternal praise be thine." 

Ab the processiou awful moves along, 
let shouts of triumph fill our joyful song ; 
Repeated shouts of triumph Rome shall raise, 
And to the bounteous gods our altars blaae. 

Of thy fail' herds twice ten shall grateful bleed, 
While I, with pious care, one steerling feed : 
Weaned from the dam, o'er pastures large he I'oves, 
And for my vows his rising youth he proves : 

His horns like Luna's bending fires appeal'. 

When the third night she rises to her sphere ; 

And, yellow all the rest, one spot there glows 

Full in his front, and bright as winter snows. 

Fn 

ODE m, 
TO MELPOMENE. 
" Qwm tu, Melpomene." 
He on whose birth the lyric Queen 

Of numbers smiled, shall never grace 
The Isthmian gauntlet, or be seen 

First in the famed Olympic race. 
He shitU nut, after toils of war, 

And humbling haughty mooarcha' pride. 
With laurelled brows, conspicaous fai', 

To Jove's Tarpeian Temple ride. 
But him, the streams that warbling flow, 

Rich Tibm"'s fertile meads along. 
And shady groves, his haunts, shall kiU'W 

The master of th' jEolian song. 
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Tlie sons of Rome, majcstiu Rome t 

Have placed nie in thu [locta' clioir. 
And envy now, or dep.d or dumb, 

Forbears to blame what they admire. 
Goddess of the eweGt-sounding lute ! 

Which thy harmonious touch obeys ; 
Who canst the finny race, thougli mute. 

To cygnets' dying accents raise ; 
I'hy gift it is, that all, with ease. 

Me, prince of Roman lyrics, own ; 
That while 1 live, my numbers ploase, 

If pleasing be thy gift alone. 

Bishop ATTERsunr, 



THE PRAISES OF DRUSUS. 

" Quakm minislrum." 
As the winged minister of thund'ring Jove 

To whom he gave his dreadful bolts to bear. 
Faithful assistant of his mastei's love. 

King of the wand'ring nations of the air, 

When bttlmy brtezes fanned the vernal sky, 
On doubtful pinions left his piu'ent nest, 

In sliilht essays his growing force to try, 

Wliilo iubtirn coui'age .fired his generous breast ; 

"Vtwu, d«rtiiig with impetuous f'uiy dowu, 

I'bM Mtu.>k^ Ike slaughtered, an unpractised foe ; 

^v« fcii# ripw vtilovw lo perfection grown, 
'VW «v'ilV'^' »uttkt' Hud ci'ested (h-agou know; 
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Or, as a lion's yonthful progeny, 

Weaned fram his savage dam and milky food, 
The gazing kid btboldB with fearful eye. 

Doomed first to stain his tender fangs in hlood : 

[ Such Dnisns, young in arms, his foes beheld, 
The Alpine Rhseti, long unmatched in fight : 

t So were their hearts with abject terror quelled, 
So sunk their haughty spirit at the sight. 

Tamed by a boy, the fierce barbarians find 

How guardian prudence guides the youtlifnl flame ; 

And how great Ctesar's fond paternal mind 
Each generous Nei'o forms to early fame ; 

I A valiant son springs from a vnliaiit sire : 

Their race by mettle sprightly coursers prove ; 

"" Nor can the warlike eagle's active fire 
Degenerate to form the timorous dove. 

I But education can the genius raise, 

And wise instructions native virtue aid ; 

L Nobility without them is disgrace. 

And honour is by \'ice to shame betrayed. 

(Let red Metaurus, stained with Punic hlood. 
Let mighty Asdrabal subdued, confess 
How much of empire and of fame is owed 
By thee, O Rome, to the Neroniau race. 

Of this he witness that auspicious day 
Which, after a long, black, tempestuous night, 

pFirst smiled on Latium with a milder ray, 

And cheered om' di-ooping hearts with dawning Hglit, 

§8ince the dire African with wasteful ire 
Rode o'er the ravaged towns of Italy ; 
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As through the piue-treea flies the raging fire. 
Or Eurus o'er the vexed Sicilian sea. 

From this bright era, from this prosperons field, 
The Iluniaa Glory dates her rising power ; 

*iVo'n hence 'twns giyen her conquering svrord to wield, ' 
liaise her fallen gods, ami ruined shrines restore. 

Thus Hannibal at length despairing spoko : 
" Like stags, to raveuoos wolves an easy prey. 

Our feeble aiins a valiant foe provoke, 
^Vhom to elude and 'scape were victory : 

" A dauntless nation, that from Trojan fires. 

Hostile Ausonia, to tliy destined shore 
Her gods, her infant sons, and aged sires. 

Through angry seas and adverse tempests bore : 

" As on high Algidus the sturdy oak, 

Whose spreading boughs the axe's sharpness feel. 
Improves by loss, and thriving with the stroke, 

Draws health and vigour from the wounding steel. 
" Not Hydra sprouting from her mangled head 

So tired the baiBed force of Hercules ; 
Nor Thebes, nor Colchis, such a monster bred, 

Pregnant of hills, and famed for prodigies. 

" Plunge her in ocean, like the morning sun, 
Brighter shi? rises from the depths below : 

To earth with unavailing ruin thrown, 

Recruits her strength, and foils the wond'riug foe. 
No more of victory the joyful fame 
Shall from my camp to haughty Cai-thage fly ; 

Lost, lost, are all the glories of her name ! 
With Asdruljitl her hopes and fortmie die 
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What shall the Claudian valour not perform 

Which power divine guards with propitious care ; 

Which wisdom steers through all the dangerous storm, 
^^^ Thi'ough all tlie rocks and shoals of doubtful war ? 
^^L LuuD Lyttleton. 

^^^^^H ODE 

^^^^f TO AUGUSTUS. 

^^P " Divis orle bonis." 

^^p Grf.at chieftain ! Heav'n's paternal care I 
Who wiekl'at the destinies of Rome ; 
And rul'st with sway propitious there, 

Speed, speed tliy ling'ring steps, long nhsent, home. 

» Haste to thy country, ! return ; 
Their prince beloved the people claim : 
For thee the people, senates bum. 

With hearts of fire, and breathe thy sacred name. 
When like the beams of rosy spring. 
Thy face its living lustre throws, 
The hours more vivid pleasm-es bring, 
And the glad sun with brighter splendour gloiTS. 



I 



■ As pensive on the winding shore 
The mother bends her lonely way. 

And listens to the distant roar 

Of sullen waves that wanton in the fray; 
ben turas to heaven th' imploring eye, 
And prays the gods her son to bless ; 
id safely to his native sky 
Kestore whom love is ardent to caress. 
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'Tis thus, e'en thus with strong desire. 
In steadfast faith the suppliant hand 

Italia lifts : she asks her sire. 

Asks that, I'etumed, he glad a grateful land. 

For 'mid the rich and flow'ry fields 

Disporting herds in quiet graze : 
The golden harvest Ceres yields. 

And smiling Fortune all her wealth displays. 

Safe on the wave from hostile arms 

The seaman steers : her guiltless course 

Firm Faith sustains, nor Virtue's charms 
Are marred by darkling wiles or daring force. 

Stem Law with iron arm subdues 

Crimes whose foul blackness blots the skies : 
In each loved child the father views 

Himself : transgression winged vengeance flies, 

And who can now the Parthian fear, 
The wand'ring tribes of Scythian snows, 

The German fierce with lance and spear. 
Or shun the conflict with Iberian foes, 

'Neath Ctesar's rule ? The happy swain 

Weds to the trees his tender vine ; 
Then fills the bowl, and pours again 

To powers supreme the richly-flowing wine. 

To thee we breathe full many a pray'r. 
O'er costly goblets sound thy name : 

The feast the gods domestic share. 
And Greece thus celebrates her Castor's fame, 
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r great Alcides' : " May'st thou bring 
J LiitiuDi oft snch joys as these ! " 
lieQ cheerful morning blushes thus we sing, 

1 when the lamp of day sinks in the western sens. 
Rev- S. Sanderson. 



TO APOLLO. 
" Dive, qiiem prolet." 

O THOU, who Niobe's proud tongue 
Didst visit on her vaunted young ; 
Whose vengeance lustful Tityus struck, 
And him that Ilium all but took — 
Achilles, sea-born Thetis' sou — 
Second in fight to thee alone : 
Though, lord of the tremendous spear, 
He shook the Dardan towers with fear ; 
Like pine by biting axe cut down, 
Or cypress by fierce blasts o'erthrown. 
Low in Troy's dust (vast fall 1) his head 
Beneath thy conquering arm was laid. 
He would not, caged in Pallas' horse. 
Base counterfeit, with midnight force 
Have bm'st on unsuspecting Troy, 
And Priam's halls of fatal joy : 
But gaunt and grim in open day 
Seized, crushed, alas ! his tender prey, 
And doomed in Grecian Barnes to die 
The embryo buds of infancy ; 
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Had not dread Jove, o'ercome by thee 
And Venus, issued his decree 
That happier, by ^neas planned, 
Elsewhere another Troy should stand. 
Thou who didst teach Thalia*s lyre, 
Bright God, its strains of living fire. 
Who lavest in Xanthus' stream thy hair, 
O make the Daunian muse thy care ! 
The glow, the art, the name of bard 
On me Apollo has conferred. 
Ye high-born virgins, fair and young, 
Ye boys of noblest lineage sprung 
(Object of Dian*s fond delight. 
Whose bow arrests the lynx's flight,) 
Careful the Lesbian measure keep 
As o'er the chords my fingers sweep : 
And solemn sing Latona's son — 
Night's torch, who gives the plenteous year. 
And wheels the months in prone career. 
Married thou'lt say : " That pious sound," 
When time has rolled the century round, 
" I chaunted on high festal day. 
And Horace taught the tuneful lay." 

Wrangham. 



ODE VII. 

TO TOEQUATUS. 

" IHffiLgere nives.*' 

The snows are passed away, the field renews 

Its grassy robe, the trees with leaves are crowned ; 
All natm-e feels a change ; the streams unloose 
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Tlieir bands of ice, and bathe the meads around ; 
The sister Graces with tbe Nymphs advance 
In light attire, weaving the joyous dance. 

Warned by the varying year and liast'ning day. 

Expect not thou, my friend, immortal joys : 

Spring's zephvr melts the winter's firost away. 

And spring the summer's hotter breath ilestroya, 

r Soon forced to wait on antiunn's mellow train, 

I Till cold and sluggish winter rules again. 

The seasons' difference rolling moons repair ; 

But we, if once to that sad shore conveyed 
Where the great manes of our fathers are, 

Shall he but empty ashes and a shade. 
Who knows if they that rule this mortal dime 
Will add to-mon-ow to our sum of time ? 

Thy generous soul can best improve the hours 
Of the ahort life allowed by partial Heaven ; 

Yet thee, Torquatus, in those gloomy bow'rs 
Where Minos' last tremendous doom is givt 

Not all thy pride of honourable birth, 

Nor wit, nor virtue, can restore to earth ! 

Not e'en the huntress of the silver bow. 
Who made the chaste Hippolytus lier care. 

Could bring his spirit from the realms below : 
Nor Theseus armed with forces immortal tear 

His loved Perithoua from the triple chain 

That bound his aoni to that infernal plain. 

J. II. MRRrVAI.E. 
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TO CENSORINUS.* 

" Donarem paleras." 
With liberal heart to every friend 
A bowl or enldron wonld I aend; 
Or tripods, which the Grecians gave. 
As rich rewards, to heroes brave ; 
Nor should the meanest gift be thine, 
If the rich works of art were mine, 
By Seopas, or Parrhasiiis wrought. 
With animating skill who taught 
The shapeless stone with life to glow, 
Or bade the breathing colours flow. 
To imitate, in every line, 
The form or human or divine. 

But I nor boast the carious store, 
And you nor want, nor wish for more ; 
'Tis yours the joys of verse to know, 
Such joys as Horace can bestow. 
While I can vouch my present's worth. 
And call its every virtue forth. 

Nor columns, which the public raise. 
Engraved with monumental praise. 
By which the breath of life returns 
To heroes, sleeping in their urns : 
Nor Hannibal, when swift he fled,! 
His threats retorted on his head ; 

* This Ode was writtBn eithor in tho time of the Saturnalia (when it 
wnsoustomftryamongthB Romans to aend preseata to their frienda), 
or ill return for EomcthibH valuable, wliioh Honice had received trata 
CenBorinns, and for whidh lie sends him a copy of verses. Cenaorinu^j 
wna of noble birth, and Consul in u.c. 748. — Fra-ncia. 

+ The threats of Hannibal, driven back from Ifalj, * 
obliged to flj to the defence of Carthage. —Bond, 
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Nor impious Carthage wrapt in flame, 
From whence great Scipio ^aiued a name," 
Such gloiies round him couhl diffuse 
As the Calabrian poet's I muse ; 
And should the bard his aid deny, 
Thy worth shall unrewarded die. 

Had envious silence left uustmg 
The child from Mars and Ilia sprung. 
How had we known the hero's fame, 
From whom the Roman emph-e came ? 
The poet's favour, voice and lays. 
Could -Eacus from darkness raise, 
Snatched from the Stygian gulfs of hell, 
Among the blissful isles to dwell. 

The Muse forbids the brave to die. 
The Muse enthrones him in the sky ; 
Alcides, thus, in heaven is placed, 
And shares with Jove th' immortal feast ; 
Thus the twin-stars have power to save 
The shattered vessel from the wave, 
And vine -crowned Bacchus with success 
His jovial votaries can bless. 

Fbakcis. 



)io was the first of the Rnnmns who wss hoiioared witli tliB 
a conquored aonntry. —Praiiria. 
+ EnnitiB, who celebratad tlia aetioQB of this hero, was Imrn i!i 
■Tdabria, from wheiiL-e lliia ei]>resni"n, "the CaJahrian mnses. " Wo 
B frninnfiitti of hie worka, which show a gtrong and niosculiue 
t rui.lo aud uncLillimted. — i^ii'icij. 
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TO MARCUS LOLUUS.* 
" Xe fofle erfdas." 
Tni^K not those strains can e'er expire, 

^Vhich, cradled 'miil the echoing roar 
Of AuGdus, to Latium's \yie 

1 siiig with arts unknown before. 
Though Homer fill the foremost throne, 

Yet grave Stesichotus t still car 
Ani) fierce Alcieas holds his own 

\ViUi Pindar and Simouides. 
The songs of Teos are not mute. 

And S^pho's lore is breathing still : 
She told her secret to the lute. 

And jiet its chords with passion thrilL 
Not Sparta's queen alone was fired 

By broideied robe and braided t 
Aod all the splendours thai attired 

Her lover's guilty loveliness : 
Not onlr Tenoer to the field 

His arrows brv^oght, oor Dion 
Beneath a single conqueror reeled : 

Not Crete's majestic kird alone. 
Or Stfaenelu^ earned the Masks' crown : 

Not Hector first for child and wife. 
Or l»are LViphobus, laid dowu 

The borden ot a manly tife. 
BeCxv Atrides uen were bnve : 



w w d. ix^i jw^ w tb* o^ 
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But ah ! oblivion, dark and long. 
Has locked them in a tearless grave, 

For lack of consecrating song. 
'Twixt worth and baseness, lapped in death, 

"What difference ? Yov, shall ne'er be dumb, 
While strains of mine have voice and breath ; 

The dull neglect of days to come 
Those hard-won honours shall not blight : 

Ko, LoUius, no : a soul is yours. 
Clear-sighted, kcou, alike upright 

When fortune smiles, and when she lowers : 
To greed and rapine still severe, 

Spm-ning the gain men find so sweet ; 
A consul, not of one hiief year, 

But oft as on the judgment- seat 
You bend the expedient to the right, 

Turn haughty eyes from bribes away, 
Or hear your banners through the fight, 

Scattering the foeman's firm array. 
The lord of boundless revenues, 

Salute not him as happy : no. 
Call him the happy, who can use 

The bounty that the gods bestow. 
Can bear the load of poverty. 

And ti'emble not at death, but sin : 
No recreant he when called to die 

lu cause of country or of kiu. 

J. COXINGTON. 
{By coaiievus pi^rmissioii of MesBi* Bell.) 
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ODE X. 

TO LIGURINUS. 

" crudelia adhuc!^ 

O CBUEL still, and vain of beauty's charms. 

When wintry age thy insolence disarms ; 

When fall those locks, that on thy shoulders play. 

And youth's gay roses on thy cheeks decay ; 

When that smooth face shall manhood's roughness 

wear, 
And in your glass another form appear, 
Ah ! why, you'll say, do I now vainly bum. 
Or with my wishes not my youth return ? 

Francis. 



ODE XI. 

TO PHYLLIS. 

" Est mihi nonumy 

Phyllis ! a cask I have of Alban wine 
Now more than nine years old ; my garden shows 
Fresh parsley, chaplets for the feast to twine. 

And ivy grows 

In plenty ; gaily shall it deck thine hair ; 
Glitters the house with plate ; chaste vervains round 
The altar, thirsting for its votive share 

Of blood, are bound ; 

All hands are busy ; lads and lasses hie 
Now here, now there, each mingled task to claim ; 
While through the sullying smoke that rolls on high 

Leaps the bright flame. 
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But why we bid thee here I must explain, 
Our joys to share. We keep glad April's Ides, 
The month of Venus, daughter of the main. 

This day divides. 

Right sacred *tis to me, almost more dear 
Than birthday of my own ; since from its Ught 
Maecenas reckons each revolving year 

In passing flight. 

Young Telephus another fair hath seized. 
Above thy rank, thou followest him in vain ; 
Wealthy and wanton is the lass, well pleased 

He hugs his chain. 

Scorched Phaeton bids ambitious minds beware ; 
From Pegasus the striking warning heed ! 
Mortal Bellerophon he scorned to bear 

That winged steed. 

Do thou desist from the degrading chase ; 
Hopes that amount to guilt do thou resign ; 
Shun the unequal match, my home to grace 

Last love of mine. 

Come thou with me ! Til woo no other fair. 
Come learn the strains shall suit that winning voice ; 
Lulled by soft music's charm e'en gloomy Care 

Must needs rejoice. 

G. J. Whyte-Melville. 
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ODE XII, 
TO VIRGIL. 

" Jam verts comites," 

Companions of the spring, tliat lull the sea, 
Now the soft airs of Thi-ace the sails impel ; 
Now, nor the meads are frozen, nor rivers swell, 

Loud with the snows of winter down the lea. 

Her nest she puts that " Itys " weeping cries 
The hapless bird, of the Cecropian name 
The sad reproach for ever, that ill she came 

To avenge barbarian kings' impieties. 

Laid on the tender grass, at listless ease, 
The shepherds of fat flocks their music rear, 
And charm the god to whom the herd is dear, 

"Whom the dai'k hills of his Arcadia please. 

The season hath brought thirst ; but if you think 
To quaJi' the generous wine at Gales pressed, 
O Virgil, by the noble youth caressed, 

Then purchase with sweet nard the pleasuig drink. 

Of nard a little onyx shall prepare 

A cask, which in Sulpician barns is laid, 
Rich to produce new hope, and full of aid 

To wash away the bitterness of care. 

These joys if you delight in, quickly come 
"With merchandise of price : I have no thought ■ 
To steep you in my laugliing cups for nought, 

As the rich man in his abundant home. 

But losing dreams of wealth, that poor deceit. 
Mindful of the dark fires, whilst yet you may, 
Mix a short folly with youi- studious day : 

To trifle as the fool in place is sweet. 

Lord Thorlow. 
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ODE XIII. 
TO LYCE. 

" Awiivsre, Lyce." 
My prayers are heard, Lyce, now 
They're heard ; years write thee aged, yet thou, 

Youthful and greeii in will, 

Putt'et in for handsome still. 
And shamelesB dost intrude among 
The sports and feastings of the young. 
There, thawed with wine, thy ragged throat 
To Cupid shakes some feehle note, 

To move unwilling fires, 

And rouse onr lodged desires. 
When he still wakes in Chia's face. 
Chia, that 's fresh and sings with grace. 
For he, choice god, doth in his flight 
Skip sapless oaks, and will not light 

Upon thy cheek or brow. 

Because deep wrinkles now. 
Grey hairs, and teeth decayed nnd worn, 
Present thee foul, and fit for scorn. 
Neither thy Coan pni'ple's lay. 
Nor that thy jewel's native day 

Can make thee backwards hve. 

And those lost years retrieve 
Which winged time unto our known 
And public annals once hath thrown. 
Whither is now that softness flown ? 
Whither that blush, that motion gone ? 

Alaa, what now in thee 

Is left of all that she— 
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That she that loves did breathe and deal ? 
That Horace from himself did steal ? 

Thou wert awhile the cried-iip face 
Of taking arts, and catching grace, 

My Cynara being dead ; 

But my fair Cynara's thread 
Fates broke, intending thine to draw 
Till thou contest with the aged daw ; 

That those young lovers once thy prey. 
Thy zealous eager servants, may 

Make thee their common sport, 

And to thy house resort 
To see a torch that proudly burned 
Now into colder ashes turned. 

W. Caetwright, 1638. 



ODE XIV. 

TO AUGUSTUS. 

How shall the Senate, how the people's care. 
To faithful annals thy exploits consign, 

What worthy monuments prepare 
To make thy virtues shine, 

And to each future age thy spreading glory bear ? 

O greatest prince that in his annual round 

The sun surveys, whom late (though void of fear). 

The fierce Vindelici have found 
Invincible in war, 

And felt thee less by rumour than by deeds renowned 
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, For Dnisus led tliy conquering legion on 

And oft the wild Genaunian nation broke ; 
The nimble Breunians too o'erthrown 

Confess the Roman yoke 
And their strong Alpine forts his matchless courage won. 
Next elder Novo claims the like applause 

Who the huj(e Bliietians dreadiiil in the field, 
With slaughter tired in freedom's cause 

Unknowing how to yield 
, They, generous victims fell for tbeii- dear country's laws. 
, As furious Auster's unresisting course 

Provokes the billows where the Pleiads glow 
Through parting clouds ; with equal force 

He, dauntless, charged the foe ; 
Or as homed Aufidus the bounds disdains 

Which guide him rolling through Apulia's States 
When swelled with melting snow and rains 

He, rising, meditates 
Swift with his torrent floods to deluge all the plains; 
So Claudius, rapid in his wide career 

Forced the barbarians cased in steel to yield 
And, with small loss, from front to rear 

Mowed down the standing field, 
While with thy counsel, arms, and gods he led the war ; 

For on the day when Egypt's empty throne 

Hailed thee her lord, the Fates who love to bless 

And thy unrivalled title own 
By fifteen years' success 

On that returning day they now thy glory crown. 

The fierce Cantabrian not to be o'ercome 
But by thy arms ; the Indian and the Mede, 
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The Scythian lurking now at home, 

Justly thy prowess dread 
tutelaiy god of Italy and Borne 1 
The Nile's mysterious springs thy gi'ace implore. 

The rapid Tigris, — the wide Danube hends 
To thee, e'en to the British shore 

Thy awful away extends 
Where tempests rage and monster- teeming billows roar 1 1 
Thy name Iberia's hardy sons alarms ; 

Alarms the Gauls, who death undaunted meet, 
The wild Sygambriau lays his arms 

Submissive at thy feet 
While thirst of blood no more his savs 

charms. W. Dumcombe. 



TO AUGUSTUS.* 

" PJmim volmfem" 
I WOULD have sung of battles dire, 

And mighty cities overthi'own, 
When Phcebus smote me with his IjTe, 
And warned me with an angry tone, 
Not to unfold my little sail, or brave 
The boundless teiTors of the Tyrrhene wave. 
Yet will I sing thy peaceful reign, 

Which crowns with fi-uits our happy fields, 
And rent from Parthia's haughty fane. 
To Roman Jove his eagles yields ; 
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I Augustus bids the rage of war to cease, 
I And shuts up Janus in eternal peace. 

Eestrained by arts of ancient fame, 

AVild license walks at large no more, 
Those arts, by which the Iiatian name. 
The Roman strength, th' imperial pow'r, 
\ With awful majesty unbounded spread 
I To rising Phcebus from his western bed. 
While watchful Cfesar guards our age, 

Nor civil wrath, nor loud alarms 
Of foreign tumults, nor the rage. 
That joys to forge destnictive arms, 
And ruined cities fills with hostile woes, 
Shall e'er disturb, Rome, thy safe repose. 
Nations, who quaff the rapid stream, 

Where deep the Itaiiube rolls his wave ; 
The Paiihians, of perfidious fame. 
The Getffi fierce, and Seres brave, 
Y And they, on Tanais who wide extend, 
J:Bhall to the Julian laws reluctant bend. 

Our wives and children share our joy, 
With Bacchus' jovial blessings gay ; 
Thus we the festal hours employ. 
Thus grateful hail the busy day ; 
L But first, with solemn rites the gods adore, 
I And, like our sires, their sacred aid implore ; 
Then vocal, with harmonious lays 

To Lydian flutes, of cheerful sound. 
Attempered sweetly, we shall raise 
The valiant deeds of chiefs renowned, 
liOld Troy, Anchises, and the godlike race 
t Of Venus, blooming with immortal grace. 

Fbancib. 
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TO APOLLO AND DIANA. 

^^PhcBbe, silvarumqm potens Diana.'' 

Phoebus, and thou, Diana, sylvan Power ! 
Blest pair — revered, and still to be revered — 
Bright gems of ether ! grant the suit preferred 

At this fixed hour 

Of hallowed joy, when (as the Sibyl's lays 
Ordained) chaste Youths and Virgins to the Powers 
That guard the city and her seven-hilled towers 

Pour songs of praise ! 

Thou genial Sun ! whose orb in heaven's high dome 
Reveals and shrouds the day — still rising new 
And still the same —may nothing meet thy view, 

Greater than Rome ! 

And thou, Lucina ! lenient to disclose 

The ripened birth — whatever name best please 

Thine ear — Natalis ! Ilithjda ! — ease 

Our matron's throes ! 

Grant large increase, and speed the Senate's cause, 
Who strengthen (studious of their country's good) 
Pure wedlock's bands, and to recruit her brood 

Stamp nuptial laws : t 

* Composed at the request of the Emperor Augustus for the fifth 
regular celebration of the Ludi Soeculares in the year of the City 737. 

+ Augustus made a law in u.c. 736, giving rewards to those who 
married and fining the celibates. 
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That oft as years, to decades full eleven 
Revolving, shall renew with solemn rite 
This Jubilee, glad anthems day and night 

May rise to heaven. 

And you, whose verdict, once declared, stands fast, 

Linked in Necessity's eternal chain. 

Ye Destinies ! with future blessings deign 

To crown the past ! 

May Earth, boon parent, rich in flocks and fruit, 
Grace Ceres with a wreath of golden ears 
While the soft shower and gale salubrious rears 

Each budding shoot ! 

Placid and mild, thy shafts of vengeance sheathed, 
Hear thou the Youths, majestic Lord of light ! 
Hear thou the prayer, bicorned Queen of night, 

By Virgins breathed ! 

Blest twain ! if Rome from you derived her birth ; — 

If hither, led by you, the Trojan bands 

Urged a safe course, what time for distant lands 

They changed their hearth ; 

To whom, unscathed, thro* Ilium wrapt in fiamei 
The brave survivor of the land he lost 
Oped a free path, to found on Latium's coast 

A nobler name ; 

Grant to our docile youth each virtuous grace I 
To weary veterans grant serene repose ! 
Grant health, wealth, issue, all that Heaven bestows 

To Rome's whole race 1 
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And may the Prince, who at voiu- efarine bids flow 
The milk-white heifer's blood, Ancbises' heir, 
Long rule, to crush the rebel and to spare 

The prostrate foe ! 

The Mede, now quelled by land as on the wave. 

Has to our arms and Albau Axes bowed ; 
The Scythian hordes, and Indian {late so proud) 
Our mercy crave. 

Truth, Honour, generous Shame (repelled with scornj. 
Mild Peace, and Virtue that to heaven had flown, 
Dare to return, and Plenty bastes to crown 

Her brimming Horn. 

Be sure, the gold en- quivered God, who sees 
Fate's awful mysteries, whom the warbling Nine 
Hail as theU- leader, and whose arts benign 
vVKSuage disease, 

Will, if be smile on his own sacred towers. 
Prolong the Roman weal and Latium's bliss 
From age to age, and still improve from this 
To happier hours : 

Nor less will She, so long on Aventine 
And Algidus enshrined, her votaries now 
Pi-opitious heed, and to our youthful vow 

Kind ears incline. 

We, then, the band who jointly tune their praise, 
Bear home a sure aiid cheering hope, that Jove 
Lists and approves, with all the Host above, 
These choral lays. 

Bav. Canon Howej- 
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TO M^CENAS.* 
" Ibis Liliwnis." 
YooR light Libuniian bark shall skim tfie wave 

To dare the floating bulwark's frown. 
Resolved for Cfesar's sake each risk to brave, 

And make his weal or woe your own. 
Meanwhile for us, Miecenas, what were meet ? 

What must a fond retainer do, 
To whom, while lives his patron, life is sweet — 

But owns no charm, bereaved of you ? 
Should he at ease lag (as you bid) behind — 

Ease unenjoyed, while you're afar? — 
Or brook all toils and perils, with a mind 

Firm as befits the brave in war ? 
Yes, yes, he will, and trace with dauntless breast 

Your steps the Alpine summits o'er. 
Traverse the houseless Caucasus' wild waste, 

Or seek the Atlantic's utmost shore. 
Ask you, what aid this nerveless arm can lend, 

Which nought of martial strength may boast ? 
'Twill calm, at least, my feara for you, my friend ; 

Fears that still vex the absent most. 
Thus for her callow brood, when left, the dove 

More dreads the serpent's ambush fell — 

■ Mteceoaa was about to sail for tiic naval buttle of Aotiiim. 



Yet knovs her wing too weak, tboi^b stretched above, j 

His stealtliy inroad to repel. 
Me to encounter this and many a toil 

Pure friendship would itself incline : 

Not that the groaning ox might ply the soil, 

Yoked to more numei'ous ploughs of mine — 
Not tliat my Sabine lawns with ampler range 

Might stretch to Tnaciilum's fail' towers, 
Or flocks for cool Lucanian pastures changa 

Calahrian drought, when Sirius lowers. 
Yoiu- bounty every want and wish has crowned; 

'Tis well : To seek superfluous gain — 
But (Chremes-like) to hide it undergi'ound. 

Or waste (like roystering heirs)— were vain ! 

Canon Howes. 



THE PRAISES OF A COUNTRY LIFE. 
" Beatus ilk." 
" How happy in his low degi-ee. 
How rich in humble poverty is he 

Wlio leads a quiet country life, 
Discharged of business, void of strife. 
And from the giiping scrivener free. 
Thus ere the seeds of vice were sown 
Lived men in better ages born, 
Who ploughed with oxen of their own 
Their small paternal field of corn. 
Nor trumpets summon him to war. 
Nor drums disturb his morning sleep. 
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Nor knows he merchants' gainfal care, 

Nor fears the dtingera of the deep. 

The clamoura of contentious law, 

And Court and State he wisely shuns, 

Nor brihed with hopes, nor dazed with awe 

To servile salutations runs. 

But either to the clasping vine 

Does the superior poplar wed. 

Or, with his pruning hook disjoin 

Unbearing branches from their head, 

And grafts more happy in their stead, 

Or climbing to a hilly steep. 

He views his herds in fields afar, 

Or shears his overburdened aheep, 

Or mead for cooling drink prepares 

Of virgin honey in the jars ; 

Or in the now declining year, 

AVhen bounteous Autumn rears his head. 

He joys to pall the ripened pear 

And clust'ring grapes with pm-ple spread. 

The fairest of his fruit he serves, 

Priapus ! thy rewards 

Sylvanus, t^'O, his part deserves, 

Whose care the fences guai-ds. 

Sometimes beneath an ancient oak 
Or on the matted grass he lies ; 
No god of sleep he need invoke, 
The stream that o'er the pebbles flies 
With gentle slumber crowns his eyes ; 
The wind that whistles through the sprays 
Maintains the concert of the song. 
And liidden birds with native lays 
The golden sleep prolong. 
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But when the blast of winter blows, 

And hoary frost inverts the year 

Into the nakfd woods he goes 

And aeebs the tusky boar to rear 

With well-Mioutbed hounds and pointed spear : 

Or spreads his subtle nets from sight 

With twinkling glasses to betray 

The larks lliat in the meshes light; 

Or make the fearful hare his prey. 
Amidst his harailess easy joys. 

No anxious care invades his health, 

Nor love his peace of mind destroys, 

Nor wicked avarice of wealth. 
But if a chaste and pleasing wife, 
To ease the business of his life. 
Divides with him his household care, 
Such as the Sabine matrons were. 
Such as the swift Apulian's bride, 
(Sunburnt and swarthy though she be). 
Will fire for winter nights provide, 
And, without noise, will oversee 
His children and his family. 
And order all things till he come. 
Sweaty and over -laboured, home : 
If she in pens his flock will fold, 
And then produce her dairy store. 
With wine to drive away the cold, 
And unbought dainties of the poor ; 
Not oysters from the Lucrine lake 
My sober appetite would wish. 
Nor turhot, nor the foreign fish 
That rolling tempests overtake 
And hither waft the costly dish. 
Not heathpout or the rarci birds 
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Which Phasis or Ionia yields 
More pleasing morsels could afford 
Thau the fat olives of my fields ; 
Than shards and mallows for the pot 
That keep the loosened body souad ; 
Or than the lamb that falls by lot 
To the just guardian of my ground. 
Amidst this feast of happy swains, 
The jolly shepherd Bmiles to see 
His flock returning from the plains ; 
The farmer is as pleased as he 
To view his oxen, sweating smoke, 
Bear on their necks the loosened yoke ; 
To look upon his menial crew 
That sit around his cheerful hearth 
And bodies spent in toil renew 
With wholesome food and country mirth." 

This Morecraft • said within himself. 
Resolved to leave the wicked town. 
And live retired upon his own 
He called his money in ; 
But the prevailing love of pelf 
Soon split him on the former shelf; 
He put it out again I 

Dbyden. 



EPODE III. 

TO M^CENAS ON EATING GARLIC. 

" Parentis olm." 
If ever a son a pai'ent's aged throat 
With impious hand has strangled, 
" Alphius. 
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His food be garlic, — worse than aconite ; 

stubborn -bo welled reapers ! 
What poison here within my vitals boils ? 

Has viper's blood deceived me. 
Brewed with these herbs ? or in the anlucky mess 

Has old Cauidia dabbled 9 
When 'mid the Argonauts their brilliant chief 

Medea's gaze attracted. 
With this besmeared she him, in unknown yokes 

That he the bulls might httrness : 
WitJi (his she drenched the gifts — hei- rival's bane ; — 

And fled with winged serpents. 
Not, on Apulia's thirsty soil, so fierce 

The star- bom vapour settles, 
Nor clung more bumingly the fatal boon 

On huge Alcides' shotilders. 

But, Mfficenas, sportive friend ! if e'er 

So foal desire possess thee, 
I pray thy lass may give thee hand for lip. 
And choose the seat most distant. 

Phofeshob Newman. 
{By kind ■permUaioii.) 



EFODE IV. 

TO MENAS* 

" Lujris et agtiis" 

Deep as th' aversion fixed by fate's decree 

'Twixt wolf and lamb, is mine to thee, 

• SextnH Menas waa » freedmim of CneiuB PomlHiy. Ho fought on 
'Dijipov'a sikle at first, but nfterwards betrajod him to Csisar. MedoB 
i a. cliiiractei' in Shskesptate's Antony and Cleopstra. — Act 2, 
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Whose furrowed loins and ancles galled retain 

Marks of the penal thong and chain ! 
Stmt as thou may'st, and vaunt thy iU-got pelf — 

Fortune can never alter Self. 
Pacing the Sacred Street with pompous stride, 

Bohed in a mantle six ells wide, 
See'st thou not, pictured in the indignant eye. 

The thoughts of every passer-by ? — 
" Yon wretch, who once Triumv'ral whippings bore. 

Till ev'n the Beadle's arm grew sore. 
Now ploughs his thousand acres — scours each day 

With prancing steeds the Appian way — 
And at the public shows, in Otho's * spite, 

Flaunts in front seats a swaggering knight I 
What boots it, launching to dispatch afar 

So many strong-beaked ships of war. 
To put down pirates and a servile host. 

While he— Ae fills the Tribune's post ? " 

Canon Howes. 



EPODE V. 

THE WITCH CANIDIA. 
''At, Deorumy 

"But oh — whoever of celestial birth 

Directs the mortal race of earth, 
What means this tumult ? — why on me alone 

Are all these savage glances thrown ? 

* A law of L. Roscius Otho, A.u.c. 686, fixed the places of the 
knights in the theatre. They were over the orchestra, and Menas had 

no right to sit there. 

M 2 
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All \ by your cliiliiren, if Luciua's aid 

Thee ever a true parent made, 
By this vain purple honour,* and by Jove, 

\\Tio will not e'er sucli deeds approve, 
Why look you on me with a stepdame's glance, 

Or beast struck by the u-on lance ? " 
While thua with trembling voice the boy forloni 

Deplored his ravished honours t torn. 
He stood ; his body's fresh and blooming youth 

Might soften Thi'acian breasts to mth ; 
Canidia with short vipers overspread 

Around her lock -dishevelled head 
Commands wild fig-trees plucked from open gi-aves. 

And cypress o'er the tomb that waves, 
Eggs and the plumage of nocturnal owl, 

With frogs' ensanguined entrails foul. 
Herbs which lolcos and Iberia's plain, 

Fertile in venomed stores, contain, 
And ravished bones the fasting biteli's prey. 

In Colchian flames to melt away. 
But Sagana swift from Avemal spring 

Around the waters scattering, 
With liorrent hair like porcupine upreared. 

Or a Laurentian boar, appeared. 
While Veia, whom no conscience e'er could wound, 

With rugged spade dug out the ground, 
In act to bury, groaning o'er her toil, 

The stiipling deep beneath the soil ; 
That for the food changed twice or thrice a day 

His longing soul should pine away, 

' Patrioian tliildrcn irora a robe lionlei'';il ivitb. purple till thny wpto 
fifteen years old. The Koiiinns called tMa robe viajestaa pucrilire, llin 
mnjeBty of childhooil. Both childhood and its robe w-ei-e kold saered. 

t Hu robe and bulla — which vas of gold or silver in the ahape oF a 
heart 



BPODF 7. 



165 



\Vliei), as a swimmer jiluiifted the wave within, 

He might extend his upraised chin ; 
That marrow parched and liver dry should proTa 

A raedicfited draught uf love. 
While to the interdicted food inclined 
With fixed desu-e his ej'eballa pined. 
( That Ariminian Folia joined the rites 

(Whose heart in vigorous lust delighta) 
I Naples resigned to indolence belicTed, 

And every neighb'ring town received : 
' To whom by her Thessaliau voice 'tis given 

To charm the stars and moon from heaven. 
Here while her mangled thumb with livid jaws 
Implacable Canidia gnaws, 
[ What ttccentB through her silence broke ? — " Oh ! ye, 
True arbiters of destiny, 
Night and Diana, whose o'erruling power 
The orgies guides at this still hour, 
I Now, now approach ; your vengeful anger show 

Turned on the mansions of the foe, 
I While languid beasts in gentle sleep are laid 

Beneath their forest's dreadful shade, 
[ Let curs Suburran drive with barkings loud 

This dotard tliTOugh the laugliing crowd ; 
j Smeared o'er with spikenai'd, which these hands c 
mine 
Could once in perfect ai't combine. 
But what hath chanced, that now these venoms dire 
Less potent influence should inspire, 
I When barbarous Medea to the grave 

Proud Creon's haughty daughter gave ; 
L What time the robe in poisoned juices dyed 
With flames destroyed the recent bride. 
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And yet no herb or latent root that atraya 

In the rough soil escapes my gaze. 
lie sleeps in every damsel's essenced bed, 

While I am from his memory fled. 
Ah ! ah 1 — he wanders, by the strain set free 

Of one more skilled in sorcery. 
Drugged by new draughts, doomed in teai-a to mourn, J 

^^arus, to me thou shalt return. 
Nor will thy mind, howe'er by Marsian strain 

Recalled, torn back to thee again. 
A drink of greater potency my art 

Shall mix for thy disdainful heart : 
Sooner will heaven beneath the sea remain, 

\\Tiile stretched above is earth's loug plain. 
Than you not bum for me with fierce desire, 

As pitch dissolves in murky fire." 
The boy with tender words no longer strove 

The unrelenting hags to move, 
But doubtful whence to break the silence dread. 

These imprecations uttered. 
" Poisons may change the course of good and ill, 

But human chance continues still. 
With curses will I uige you — direful hate 

No victim e'er shall expiate. 
Soon as I shall expire by your command, 

A nightly fury will I stand, 
Your countenance with crooked talons rend 

(Such powers the spectral race attend), 
And clinging close to your unquiet heart, 

Bid sleep, by teiTor chased, depart. 
You, hags obscene, the village streets around, 

Indignant crowds with stones shall wound ; 
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I Then wolves on your unburied members prey, 

And birds funereal bear away ; 
K'U'liis shall my parents view with vengeful joy, 
Who must, alas ! survive their boy," 

Eev. C. a. Wheelivbight, 

Prebendary o/Zineola. 



EPODE VI. 
TO CASSIUS SEVERUS." 
" Quid immermfes." 
Yoo dog, that fearful to provoke 
The wolf, attack offenceless folk ! 
Turn hither, if you dare, your spite, 
And bai'k at me, prepared to bite ; 
For like a hound, or mastiff keen, 
That guai'ds the shepherd's flocky green. 
Through the deep snows I boldly chase, 
With ears erect, the savage race ; 
But you, when with your hideous yelling 
You fill the grove, at crusts are smelhng. 

Fierce as Archilochus t I glow, 
Like Hipponax % a deadly foe. 
If any mongrel shall assail 
My character with tooth aud nail ; 
AVliat ! like a truiint boy, shall I 
Do nothing in revenge — but cry ? — Francis. 

• The MSS. and aoholiaata agree that this Odo was wrilten ugainst 
vCasDJua Severua, a msn of haae birth and seaiidELlona life, but of con- 
siderable abilities . . . . aa an orator and Batirist. — Francis. 
This asBBrtlon has ainca bEBo thought erroneous. 
•f A. satirist, who having been refused when he offered tn marry the 
daughter of Lyoambaa, wrote such bitter satire against her father, that 
Lycarnbes hanged himself, 
Z Hipponax, who had been ridiouled by the seulptur Bupalus, wrotr 
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TO THE ROJIAN PEOPLE. 

" Quo, quo sceksti nii'lt'a ? " 

Whehe do ye rush, ye impious trains ? 

Why gleams afar the late-sheathed sword ? 
Is it believed that Roman veins 

Their crimson tides have spiu-ely poured ? 
Is not our scorn of safety, health, and ease, 
Shown by devasted climes, and blood-stained seas ? 

Those scowling brows, those lifted spears, 
Bend they against the threat'ning towers 

Proud Carthage emnlously rears ? 

Or Britain's still unconquered shores ? 

That her fierce sons, yet free fL-om hostile sway, 

May pass in chains along our Sacred Way ? 

No ! — but that warring Parthia's eui'se 
May quickly blast these far-famed walls ; 

Accomplished when, with direful force. 
By her own strength, the city falls; 

When foes no more her might resistless feel, 

But Boman bosoms bleed by Boman steel. 

! worse than wolves, or lions fierce, 
Who ne'er, like you, assault their kind ! 

By what wild frenzy would ye pierce 
Each other's breast, in fuiy blind ? — 

Silent, and pale ye stand, with conscious sighs, 

Yom" struck soul louring in j'our down-cast eyes ! 
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f The blood oui- rising walls that atained, 
Shed by the ruthless fratricide,' 
High Heaven's avenging power ordained 
Should spread the rage of discord wide, 
f Bid kindred blood in dread profosion flow 
I Thro' darkened years of expiatory woe. 

A. Seward. 



TO ILECENAS.t 
" Quando r^oslum" 
I "When shall I, seated at the sumptuous board. 
The flask for festive mirth long stored 
With you, Mjeceniis ! drain, rejoiced to leam 
(So Jove hath willed) the safe return 
I Of conquering Cajsar, while shrill pipes conspire 

Attempered to the warbhng lyre ? 
^ As late, when he, mock-ruler of the waves. 
Who chains knocked off from rebel slaves, 
Would fain upon oui' free-born necks have bound, 
Saw his fleet burnt — his followers drowned. 
I Lo I Roman troops (alas ! a future age 

Will scarcely credit history's page) 
[ Have marched and counter marched at woman's call, 

Nay — brooked some shrivelled eunuch's thrall, 
I And 'mid war's bannered pomp the sun has seen 
(Oh shame !) the netted palanquin I 

' Sonmloa, who slew bis brother Hemus. 

+ The Ode was writtan by Horace on Gret receiving the uew3 of Ih' 
I Tictorj at Actinin. 
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At this, two-thousand Gallic horse turn heel, 

Change sides, and shout for Ctesar s weal, — 
While half their navy, panic struck, tack short 

To larboard, or lie hid in port ! 
All hail to Cflesar's triumph ! what delays, 

In celebration of his praise. 
The heifer yet unyoked — the gilded car — 

The milk-white steeds — and pomp of war ? 
Not, from Jugurtha's overthrow returned, 

Has chief more glorious laurels earned ; — 
Not he, sumamed from Africa, to whom 

Valour o'er Carthage reared a tomb. 
Vanquished by sea and land, the baffled foe 

DofiFs the red scarf for weeds of woe ; 
While, borne by breezes not its own, his fleet 

Sneaks oft to hundred-citied Crete, 
Or foundering on vexed quicksands toils in vain. 

Or drifts at random o'er the main. 
Fill to the brim, boys ! speed the goblet round. 

With Chian or with Lesbian crowned ; 
Or mete the mellower Ceecuban, whose balm 

May check betimes the rising qualm ! 
All fear and care on Caesar s score, to day 

Let sparkling cups chase far away ! 

Rev. Canon F. Howes. 




AGAINST iLEVIUS. 

" MaJA soluta nav 
With omens ill the ship her anchor weighs. 

Which loathsome Mrevius hence conveys. 
Wake, Southern blast ! and with the sweUing tide 

Lash fore-and-aft her trembling side ! 
Rise, Eurus ! and with rattling peals of thunder 

Break down her mast — her cordage sunder I 
Her beams let Boreas shiver, with a stroke 

Hiide as uproots the mountain oak ! 
And let Orion, as he sinks below, 

Dai'k horror o'er the waters throw. 
That not a star may lend its twinkhng light. 

To cheer the gloomy brow of night 1 
Nor let him quit in calmer seas the strand, 

Than did the conquering Grecian band. 
When Pallas turned from Ilium wrapt in iire 

On Ajax' impious bark her h'e ! 
Gods ! what alarm awaits the sweltering crew, 

And oh 1 what ashy paleness you, 
With many a womanly lament and tear, 

And prayers to Jove averse to hear — 
When murky clouds th' Ionian gulf deform. 

The surge rebellowing to the storm. 
And o'er the foundered keel the big wave roars, 

Her timbers cracked — dispersed her oars ! 
Bat, should your carcase on the heach at last 

(Rich prey for cormorants) be cast, 
A goat (fit victim) to the Tempests slain 

Shall, with a lamb, Jove's altar stain. 

Rev. Canon F. I 
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TO PETTIUS. 

" Pefff, ni/ti! mt." 
Since cruel love, Fettius ! pierced my heart, 
How have I lost my once-loved Ij-ric art ! 
Thrice have the woods their leafy honoiir mourned 
Siuce for Iiiachia's beauties Horace burned. 
How was I then (for I confess my shame) 
Of every idle tale the laughing theme I 
Oh ! that I ne'er had known tlie jovial feast, 
Where the deep sigh, tlmt rends the labouring breast, [ 
"Where languor, and a gentle silence shows 
To every curious eye tlie lover's woes, 

Pettius, how often o'er the flowing bowl, 
When the gay liquor warmed my opening soul. 
When Bacchus, jovial god, no more restrained 
The modest secret, how have I complained. 
That wealthy blockheads, in a female's eyes, 
From a poor poet's genius bear the prize ; 
But if a generous rage my breast should warm, 
I swore — no vain amusements e'er shall charm 
My aching wounds. Yc vagrant winds receive 
The sighs, that soothe the pains they should relieve ; 
Here, shall my shame of being conquered end. 
Nor with such rivals will I more contend- 
When thus, with solemn air, I vaunting said, 
Inspired by thy advice, I homeward sped ; 
But ah ! my feet in wonted wanderings stray. 
And to no friendly doors my steps betray ; 
There I forget my vows, forget my pride. 
And at her threshold lay my tortured side. 

Fkaxcis. 
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EPODE XIII. 



TO A FRIEND. 



I 



"Sorrida Temjmlas." 
See gathering clouds obscure the sky, 
The air seems melting from on high 
In fleecy snow, oi- showers of rain : 
What howling tempests sweep the main 
And shake the woods ! While in our power. 
My Mend, we'll seize the present hour ; 
While youth yet revels in otir veins. 
And unimpaired our strength remains. 

The cares of age to age resign, 
But hither hring the generous wine 
Laid up in my Torquatus' year,* 
^Vhen first I breathed the vital air. 
No more of adverse fate complain. 
Perhaps the gods may smile agaiu. 
Let Achieraenian essence shed 
Its spicy odom-s round your head, 
And the Gyllenian Ijrre compose, 
With soft melodious strains your woes. 
Thus Chiron to his pupil sung : 
" Great hero from a goddess sprung, 
Fame calls thee to the Trojan plain 
To old Assaracus's reign. 
Where small Scamander slowly glides, 
And Simoia I'olls his rapid tides, 
There must thou fall by Fates' decree, 
Nor shall thy Mother f of the Sea, 



t" Tiio Romaus iiBtiicJ thi'ir ycara by their CoubqIs. Tho 
(i tho preotest number of votea at his ulcdion iTas named firi 
t Tliotia— the woriJs are aildrosasd to AchiUos. 



.ra^r 3^uiMt V SIMjotUL, 




jy'n^ zz 



•_ 







^^^^'$ TzJL^:^ LoTr lis TEiz. :f ^~^g: has mszred ! 

So globed of old tLe Teiin l*ri— 
Ho i/j iriM m^&sores :o the pliindve siielU 

M//fim^^ th^ c-ov jilt Le loTed s-j welL 
VoMfMrlf, no i^tmnger to the pleasing pain, 

Ar/5 /rAM(^^it, Jj'k^ me, in Cupid's chain. 
/'/Mt, if A fMir<;r flarnr- beleaguered not 

*Vrny*n Umt^rn, commend vour happy lot ! 
My Ui/,ii^|iiH on humble Plione now ^e bent, 

A rrmtl yjil nor with me content. 

Caxon Howtes. 
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TO NE^RA. 

"Nox erat, el oflo.^' 

'TwAB night, and 'mid her starry train was seen 

The moon's pale orb in heaven's serene. 
When, with fond anns (as ivy twines the oak) 

Clasping my neck, thou didst invoke 
The gods to seal oiu- plighted faith ; — nay more. 

Thy tongue (their power insulting) swore. 
That, long as prowling wolves infest the sheep, 

Or north -winds vex the wintry deep, 
Or Phcebus waves his tresses to the gale, 

This love between us should not fail. 
Beware, false girl ! the day may yet ensue, 

"When thou my stubborn pride shalt rue : 
For, if one spark of manhood still remains 

To fire thy slighted Flaccus' veins, 
He will not brook for ever, that those charms 

Should bless a favoured rival's arms — 
But seek some other mistress, who may prove 

More prone to render love for love ; 
Nor shall this bosom, which just vengeance steeled, 

To beauty's speU (once broken) yield. 
And thou, proud ytiuth ! usurper of my place. 

Triumphant now m my disgrace, 
"Whoe'er thou be — tho' rich in herds and lands, 

Lord of Pactolus' goWen sands. 
Well-skilled to sound the depths of Saraian lore. 

Nor Nhcus boast his beauty more- 
Yet — wait awhile — the jilt thy suit shall spurn. 

And I deride thy plninta in turn I 

HOWKS. 
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TO THE ROMANS.* 

" Altera jum trrilur bellis civilibm letaa'' 
ALREAcr lengthened to another age, 

Foul discord reigns and civil rage ; 
And Rome, with whom uo foreign power competes, 

From her own hand her death-blow meets ! 
She, who the neighboui'ing Marsian conld withstand— 

Foiled proud Porsenua's Tuscan band — 
Fierce Spartacua and rival Capua quelled. 

With Gaul that oft in vain rebelled — 
Whom not Germania's blue-eyed sons coerced, 

Nor Cai'thage by fond matrons ciu-st — 
Must faU by us, a lost, pulluted race, 

And wild-beasta re-usurp her place. 
Oh shame ! a barbarous victor, flushed with pride. 

Shall o'er her smoking ruins stride — 
Her founder's bones, long pent in hallowed um, 

Uptom, insulting foes shall spurn — 
And o'er yon bulwarks, levelled to the ground. 

The trooper's clattering hoof resound I 
Here all, perhaps, — at least the generous few — 

May ask, what coui'se we must pursue,— 
What meana adopt, such dii'e distress to shun ? 

My voice is this — I know but one — 
To act as the Phocteans did of yore. 

And (as they left their native shore, 
Resigning all they loved — their fields, their homes. 

Paternal hearths and sacred domes— 
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'o be the wild boar's aud gaimt wolfs sojourn, 

Pledged bomewards never to return) 
To quit our Latium, and at raiidoni go 

Where tides may diift or breezes blow. 
Is this your will ?— Should any disapprove, 

Some fitter coimsel let them move ! 
Else — with propitious omens why delay 

To laimch the hark and speed away ? 
tut first swear diJy — that, tUl ocean show 

The millstone buoyaut from below, 
Beturu is barred — that i^wn (and not till thon) 

The winds shall waft us hack again, 
When mounting from his oozy bed the Po 

Shall o'er Matmua' summit flow — 
Or Apennme his cloud-enveloped steep 

Bow down and plunge beneath the deep — 
When brutes shall couple in unnatural love, 

Tiger with deer, and kite with dove — 
Lambs unappalled the lion's ravin brave, 

And goats with dolphins skim the wave t 
This oath (with aught that else may loose the band 

That links us to our parent land) 
Swear all, and then depart — if not the whole. 

Yet those that own a nobler soul ! 
At home let drooping hearts and drowsy heads 

Still press theu* fate-devoted beds ! 
But you, ye brave ! unmanly wails give o'er, 

And fly beyond the Tuscan shore. 
To distant plains of ambient ocean bound, 

That lave the central earth around ! 
There let us seek the Isles — the Happy Isles, 

Sweet bowers of bliss, where Nature smiles — 
Where annual harvests crown uncultured fields — 

The vine unpnined her cluster yields — 
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The olive sprouts with never-failing gem — 

The ripe fig loads its native stem — 
Each oak drops honey — down the mountain's side 

Soft rills with tinkling mm'murs glide — 
The ewes at night-foil haste uncalled, nor fail 

To bring full udders to the pail — 
No growling bear skulks round the evening fold. 

Nor viper's nest upheaves the mould ! 
Nay — (more to move our rapture) — there no rEiins 

With sweeping deluge lash the plains, 
Nor sultiy di'oughts forbid the grain to teem — 

Kiad Heaven tempering each extreme ! 
Here venturous Argo touched not — ^hither came 

"With unblest drugs no Colchian dame — 
Nor Tyrians, nor Ulysses' toil-worn band 

E'er anchored on this quiet strand — 
No muiTain taints the herd — no noxious pest 

Or dogstar's maddening heats molest ; 
Jove for the just reserved these seats of old, 

Wheu he alloyed Time's pristine gold 
"With brass. That ore, by viler since displaced. 

Is now to cankerous dross debased — 
An age of woe : whence (if theii- bard be right) 

The good may wing an easy flight. 

Howes, 



EPODE XTII, 
TO CANIDIA. 

AN IRONIOAL ENTRE4TY FOE PA&DOK, 



" Jam, Jam, effiaui do ma 
Canidia, to thy matchless art 
Vanquished I yield a suppliant heart 
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But oh ! by hell'a extended plains, 
Where Pluto's gloomy conaoi't reigna ; 
By brigiit Diana's vengeful rage, 
Which prayers, nor hecatombs assuage, 
And by the books, of power to call 
The charmed stars, and bid them fall. 
No more pronounce the sacred serull, 
But back the mRgic cii'cle roll,* 

Even stern Achilles could forgive 
The Myaiaji king,f and bid Jiini live, 
Though proud he ranged the ranks of fight, 
And hurled the spear with daring might : 
Thus, when the murderous Hector lay, 
Condemned to dogs, and birds of prey, 
Yet when his royal father kneeled, 
The fierce Achilles knew to yield. 
And Troy's unhappy matrons paid 
Their sorrows to their Hector's shade. 

Ulysses' Mends, in labours tried. 
So Circe willed, thi'ew off their hide, 
Assumed the human form divine, 
And dropped the voice and sense of swine. 

thou, whom tars and merchants love. 
Too deep thy vengeful rage I prove. 



• ProperUns and Martial mention a magical mnohine calleil Bhoinhux. 
Theoeritua and Luoian tell na that it was made of braaa, and Ovid eajs 
it waa turnod ronnd by straps of laattiEr, with which it wns baund. 
Thia is probably Qie roachino which Horace talla TiiTho, and be 
beseeches Canidia to ttlm it backward, as if to correct the falal effects 
■it nrodnced in its Dataral course. — Torr. 

f Telephns was IdDg of Mysia. When the Greeks entered his 
country, m their passage to Troy, he oppositd them vifforoosly ; hnt 
being wounded by Aehtlles, be was told by the oracle that he could 
only DB cnied by the weapon with which he was wounded. He a|iplied 
to Aohilles, who, scraping his lance, ponred the filings into hia woiiad. 
Pliiiy mentiona a piclwe in which Achillea was painted psrforminfr 
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Reduced, alas ! to skin and bone, 
My vigoui- fled, my colour gone. 
Thy fragrant odours on my bead 
More than the snows of age bfive shed. 
Days press on nights, and nights on days, 
Yet never bring an hoar of ease, 
^Vbile, gasping in the pangs of death, 
I Btretcb my luugs in vain for breath. 

Thy charms have power ('tis now confessed) 
To split the bead, and teai- the breast. 
A\'hnt would you more, all-charmiug dame ? 
O aeaa, and earth ! this scorching flame ! 
Not such the fire Alcides bore 
¥iTien the blaek-venomeil shirt, he wore : 
Nor such the flames that to the skies 
From iEtna's burning entrails rise ; 
And yet, thou shop of poisons dire, 
You glow with mireleoting fire. 
Till by the rapid heat calcined, 
Vagrant I drive before the wind. 

How long ?- — What ransom shall I pay ? 
Speat — I the stern command obey. 
To expiate the guilty deed. 
Say, shall an hundi'ed bullocks bleed ? 
Or shall I to the lying sti'mg 
Thy fame and spotless virtue sing ? 
Teach thee, a golden star, to rise. 
And deathless walk the spangled skies ? 

When Helen's virtue was defamed. 
Her brothers, though with rage enflamed. 
Yet to the bard his eyes restored, 
When suppliant he their grace implored. 

Oh ! calm this madness of my brain, 
For you can heal this raging pain. 
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You never knew the birth of shame, 
Nor by thy hand, all-skill'ul dame, 
The poor man's ashes ai'e upturned, 
Though they be thi-ice three days inurned. 
Thy bosom's bounteous and humane, 
Thy hand from blood and murder clean ; 
And with a. blooming race of boys 
Lucina crowTis thy mother-joya. 



CANIDIA'S ANSWER. 

I'll heal- no more. Thy prayers are vain : 

Not rocks, amid the wintry main. 

Less heed the shipwrecked sailor's cries, 

"When Neptune bids the tempest rise. 

Shall you Cotj-tto's " feast deride, 

Yet safely triumph in thy pride ? 

Or impious, to the glare of day 

The sacred joys of love betray ? 

Or fill the city with my name, 

And pontiff-like our rites defame ? 

Did I with wealth in vain enrich, 

Of potent spells each charming witch. 

Or mix the speedy drugs in vain ? 

No — through a lingering length of piiin, 

Beluctont shalt thou drag thy days, 

While eveiy hour new pangs shall raise. 

Grazing on the delusive feast, 
Which charms his eye, yet flies his taste, 

* CotjB, or Cotjito, was tLe goddess of imparity, itnd although ^he 
did not preaiile over assemblios of witches, yet aa there were Tuuiy vila 
&Dd infamooa ceremoDies practised in thcni, the poet satirically iiiakei 
CBBidia call them the feasts of Cotys. — PolUian. 
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Perfidious Tantalus implores, 

For rest, for rest, the vengeful powers ; 

Prometheus, while the vulture prej^s 

Upon his liver, longs for ease ; 

And Sisyphus, with many a groan, 

Uprolls, with ceaseless toil, his stone, 

To fix it on the topmost hill. 

In vain, for Jove's aU-ruling wiU 

Forbids. When thus in black despair 

Down fi'om some castle, high in air, 

You seek a headlong fate below, 

Or try the dagger's pointed blow, 

Or if the left- eared knot you tie, 

Yet death your vain attempts shall fly ; 

Then on your shoulders will I ride. 

And earth shall shake beneath my pride. 

Could I with Ufe an image warm 
(Impertinent, you saw the charm), 
Or tear down Luna from her skies. 
Or bid the dead, though burned, arise, 
Or mix the draught inspiring love. 
And shall my art on thee successless prove ? 

Francis. 
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BOOK I. 



TO M^CENAS. 
" Qui fit, Mtxc&nas, ul nemo, quam sibi sortem." 
Whence comes it, dear Maecenas, that we fiud 
Eauh to applaud his neigUbour's lot inclined — 
Each to repine at that which chance has thrown 
Into his lap, or jhoice ordained his own ? 
" Blest is the merchant's fate," the soldier cries, 
Aa bowed with years the toilsome mai'ch he plies : 
Again, the merchant tossed by storms at sea 
Exclaims, — " The soldier's is the life for me ; 
For why — the trumpet summons to the fray, 
And death or glory quickly crowns the day." 
The lawj'er, when ere cock-crow at his gate 
Loud clients knock, applauds the peasant's fata : 
Dragged from the country by a writ, the clown 
Swears none ai'e bleat but those that dwell in town. 
So many like examples wait our call, 
Scfirce prating Fabius could recount them all. 
But (not to tire myself and you) 'twere best 
At once to bring the matter to the test. 
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Suppose some god should cry, " Lo, it shall be 
Ev'n as ye list : youj soldier, off to sea ! 
You, lawyer, go and plough ! advance, retire, 
Change sides, and be at last what j'e desire ! " 
Why all draw back ! — Was ever whim like this ? — 
Retract their wishes, and renounce their bliss I 
What hinders but that Jove, with burly scowl 
(As limners paint him) and inflated jowl, 
In vengeance swear, that never, will he deign 
A patient hearing to such suits again ? 

But, not to treat my subject as in jest — 
(Albeit why may not truth in smiles be drest, 
As gentle teachers lure the child to come 
And learn his horn-book, with a sugar plum ?) — ■ 
Joking apart — he that with restless toil 
Urges his ploughshare through the stubborn soil, 
This tapster-UiiG retailer of the laws, 
This veteran champion of his country's cause, 
And this stout seaman who iu quest of gain 
Unfurls his sail and braves the boisterous main, 
All with one view profess to labour on — 
That, when at last the spiing of life is gone 
And sti'ength declines, of ample stores possest 
They may retire to competence and rest. 
So the small ant (the precedent they plead), 
Patient of toil and provident of need, 
Drags in her mouth whatever spoil she meets, 
And adds it to her stock of hoarded sweets. 

Yet that same ant, when wintry clouds appear, 
And grim December's blasts deform the year. 
Creeps not from home ; but temperately wise 
Unlocks her hoard and feeds on her supplies : 
While you nor summer's heat nor winter's cold 
Can tear asunder from the search of gold ; 
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File, water, steel must yield to sordid pelf, 
Till not a wretch is wealthier thrm yourself. 
Say, what avails it thus to drudge and sweat 
For all the gold and silver you can get, — 
And, when the silver and the gold are found. 
To delve a pit and hide them underground ? 

" The heap, once touched, soon dwindles to an end," 
But wherefore was it heaped, unless to spend ? 
Ten thousand coomba are threshed upon your floor ; — 
What follows ? not that you can eafthe more. 
Thus, were it yours to bear upon your head 
Amid a train of slaves the sack of bread. 
Not one loaf more would to your portion fall 
Than to the rest who carried none at all. 
"Whoe'er to nature's wants conforms his will, 
Say, what imports it whether that man till 
Ten — or ten thousand — rood ? — " A pleasure lies 
In drawing what one wants from lai'ge supplies — " 
This we can draw, too, from our humbler store ; 
And what can all your granaries do more ? 
As if you should of water clear and sweet 
Need but a pitcher-full (while at your feet 
Bubbled a spring) and say, " My cup I'll fill 
From yon deep river, not frojii this poor rill." 
So shall the slippery bank your foot betray, 
And you by Aufidus be swept away ; 
While he, who wisely studies to confine 
His wishes there, where natui-e draws the line, 
Quaffs pure his beverage from the fountain's side, 
Nor tempts the perils of the boisterous tide. 

Yet thousands, duped by avarice in disguise, 
Inti-ench themselves in maxims sage and wise. 
" Go on," say they, " and hoard up all you can j 
For wealth is worth, and money makes the man ! " 
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What sliiJl we say to such ? Since 'tis their will 
Still to be wretched, let them be eo atill ;— 
Self-curst tis that same raiser must have been. 
Who lived at Athena, rich as he was mean, — 
Who, when the people hissed, would turn nhout 
And di-ily thus accost the rabble-rout : 
" Hisa on ; I heed you not, ye saucy wags. 
While self-applauses greet me o'er my bags." 

Poor Tantalus attempts in vain to sip 
The flattei-iog stream that mocks his thirsty lip. 
You smile, as if the story were not true ! 
Change but the name, and it applies to you. 
O'er countless heaps in nicest order stored 
You pore agape, and gaze upon the hoard, 
As relics to be liiid with reverence by. 
Or pictures ouly meant to please the eye. 

With oil your cash, you seem not yet to know 
Its proper use, or what it can bestow ! 
" 'Twill buy me herbs, a loaf, a pint of wine, — 
All, which denied her, Natui'e would repine." 
But what ai'e your indulgencies ? All day. 
All night, to watch and shudder with dismay. 
Lest mffians fii'e your house, or slaves by stealth 
Rifle your cofl'ers, and absti'act your wealth ? 
If this be affluence — this her boasted fruit. 
Of all such joys may I live destitute ! 

" Yet if a cold " (you urge) " or aching head 
Or other ill confine you to your bed. 
With wealth you'll never want some faithful friend 
Or civil neighbour, zealous to attend, 
Hit by you, mix your cordials, and request 
The doctor to beware and do his best, — 
Your precious health, if x)08sible, restore, 
And give you to youi- weeping friends once more." 



BOOK L— SATIRE I. 



k 



Vain thought ! for you nor daughter, son, nor t 
Puts up tlie prayer, or cures about your life, 
Kelations and acquaintance, great and small, 
Female and male, despise — detest you — all. 
Nor wonder if, while gold is all your care, 
That love you feel not, neither must you share. 
But if you think to win, by wealth alone. 
The love of them whom nature made your own, 
'Tia labour lost, — as if one strove to train 
The ass to prance and curvet to the rein. 

Push not j-our wishes then to this excess ; 
But, as you have the more, fear want the less. 
You are what once you wished .—then wisely ceas 
All further ti'ouble, and repose in peace : 
Lest the same doom be yours, which, aa we're tolc 
Befel a rich curmudgeon once of old, 
Possessed (my tale is short) of so much treasure 
That he could count it only hy the measure ; 
And yet withal so eager still to save. 
He dressed, he fared, scarce better than a slave, — 
Nay, to his death was haunted with the tlread 
Of want and beggary hanging o'er his head. 
At last a wench of true Tyndarid * vein 
Took up an axe and clave the chmi in twain. 

" But must I waste, like Ntevius, my estate ? 
Like Nomentanus, live a profligate ? — " 
Why deal in such extremes ? what need to place 
These opposite excesses face to face ? 
I hlame the niggard ; but it follows not 
That I commend the rake-hell and the sot. 
Mucli aa they differ, Tanais I admire 
As little as I do Visellius' fire. 
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Some bound tliere ever is, some rule of rigbt, 
Which parts each error from its opposite : 
Folly and vice on either side are seea, 
While justice, truth, and virtue lie between. 

Thus — (to revert to what was said at first.) — 
All Wew their own condition as the worst ; 
And, meanly envious of anotbei-'s lot. 
Scorn what they have and praise what they have not. 
U bnt some luckier neighbour's ewes or kine 
Yield more than theirs, they mtirmur and repine : 
And, while insatiate avarice bids them pant 
First one and then another to supplant. 
However rich, some richer still they find. 
Toil after them, nor heed the poor behind. 
So in the race, when starting from the bar 
The furious coursers urge the rapid car. 
To pass the next on speeds the charioteer. 
Disdaining bim tliat lingers in the rear. 
Hence few ai'e found, who dying can declare 
That theii's was comfort unalloyed with care ; 
Or, rising from life's banquet, quit their seat, 
Like cheerful guests, contented with the treat. 

But hold I — You'll think I've pillaged the acmtoir 
Of blear Crispinus : — Not one word llien more ! 

Canon Howes. 



SATIRE n. 

TO M^CENAS. 

" Amiubaiamm coJlegia pharmacopolte" 

The tribes of minstrels, strolling priests and players, 

Perfumers, and buffoons, are all in tears ; 
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^ For ah ! Tigellius, sweetest songster, 's dead, 
Aad sure the soul of bounty with him Hed. ^ 

Behold H, wretch, in opposite extreme, t^ 
So fearful of a spendthrift's odious name, 
He dare not ev'n a sordid pittance give 
To raise a worthy friend, and bid liim hve. 
Or ask another, why in thankless feasts 
The wealth of all his frugal sires he wastes ; 
Then the luxurioua treat profuse supplies 
With borrowed sums : " Because I scorn," he cries, 
" To be a wretch of narrow spirit deemed." — 
By some condemned, by others he's esteemed. 
Fufidius, rich in lands, and large increase 
. Of growing usury, dreads the foul disgi'ace 
r To be called rake ; and, ere the money's lent, 
I He prudently deducts his cent, per cent. 
t Then, as he finds the borrower distrest, 
Cruel demands a higher interest, 
But lends profusely to the lavish heir, 
Whoae guardians prove too frugally severe. 
All-powerful Jove, th' indignant reader cries, 
"But his expenses, with his income, rise," 
No — 'tis amazing, that this man of pelf 
Hath yet so little friendship for himself. 
That ev'n the Self-tormentor " in the play, 
Cruel who drove his much-loved son away, 
Amidst the wilhng tortures of despair 
Could not with wretchedness like his compare- 
But say, at what this tedious preface aims — 
That fools are ever vicious in extremes. 
'While soft Malthinus trails a length of train. 
See that short robe ridiculously obscene. 

• A clinracter in n play of Terence's. 
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Itiifillus with perftimes distracts your head : 
Willi his own Bcents Gorgoiiius strikes you desA. 
There are, all other passions who disclaim, 
Except th' iinpurpled robe, aiid ivedded dame : 
Otiiers their safer, cheaper pleasures choose, 
And take a willing mistress from the stews. 

When awful Cato saw a noted spark 
From a night-cellar stealing in the dark, 
" Well done, my friend : if love thy breast inSame, 
Indulge it here, and spare the married dame." 
Be mine the silken veil, Cupienniiis cries, 
Such vulgar praise and pleasm'e I despise. 

All ye, who wish some dire mishap may wMt 
Tliis homing tribe, attend while I relate 
Wliat dangers and disasters they sustam, 
How few their pleasures, and how mixed with pain. 

A desperate leap one luckless caitiff tnes ; 
Torn by the fragrant lash another dies : 
Some are by robbers plunder'd as they fly ; 
Others with gold a wretched safety buy. 
Such various woes pursue these sons of lust. 
And all, but Galba, own the sentence just. 

Far safer they, who venture tlieir estaie. 
And trade with females of the second rate. 
" Yet Sallust rages here with wild desires, 
As mad aa those which lawless love inspires." 
But had he been with less profusion kind. 
Had common sense his lavish hand confined. 
He had not now been wholly lost to shame, 
In fortune ruined, as undone in fame. 
But here's the joy and comfort of his hfe. 
To swear, he never touched his neighbour's wife. 

Thus, to an actress when vrith lavish hand 
Marsieus gave his mansion-house and land, 
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[y soul, tlinnk heaven," he cries, " from guilt is free ; 
B wedded dames are vestal maids for me." 

Actress or not, the crime is still the same, 
Equal the ruin of estate and fame ; 
£qual the folly, whether in pursuit 
Of wife, or slave, or loose-robed prostitute ; 
Unless you mean, content to be undone, 
To hate the pei'son, not the vice to shun. 

Of Sylla's wanton daughter when possest, 
Villius believed himself supremely blest : 
To a dictator thus to be allied, 
Dazzled his senses, and indulged his pi'ide : 
But 8ure, if vanity were fairly rated, 
Methinlts poor Villius was full hardly treated, 
"When buffeted and stabbed the coxcomb dies. 
While in the wanton's arms a scoundrel lies. 

But Nature, rich in her own proper wealth 
Of youth and beauty, cheerfulness and health, 
In her pursuit of happiness disclaims 
The pride of titles, and the pomp of names. 
Be thine her wise economy to learn, 
And real from affected bliss discern. 
Then, lest repentance punish such a life, 
Never, ah I never kisa your neighbour's wife ; 
For see, what thousand mischiefs round you rise, 
And few the pleasures, though you gain the prize. 

What though Cerinthus dotes upon the girl. 
Who flames with emerald green, or snowy pearl, 
Is she beyond a common mistress blest 
With leg more taper, or a softer breast ? 

Besides, the public nymph no varnish knows. 
But all her venal beauties frankly shows. 
Nor boasts some happier charm with conscious pride, 
Nor strives a vile deformity to hide. 
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When ekilful jockeya would a courser buy, 
They strip him naked to the curious eye ; 
For oft an eager chapman is betrayed 
To buy a foundered or a spavined jade, 
While he admires a thin, light- shonidered chest, 
A, little head, broad back, and rising crest. 

Th' example's fjood : then keep it in thy mind, 
TSOT to the fair one's faults be over-blind, 
Nor gaze with idle rapture on her charms : 
" Oh ! what a taper leg ! what snowy arms ! " 
For she may hide, whate'er she vainly shows, 
Low hips, short waist, splay feet, and hideous length'! 
of nose. 

But if you still pursue this dangerous game 
(Perhaps the dangers your desires inflame) 
What formidable works around her rise ! 
Maids, chairmen, footmen, flatterers, guard the prize. 
The flowing robe, and closely mufSed veil 
With envious folds the precious thing conceal ; 
But what fi'om nature's commoners you buy. 
Through the thin robe stands naked to your eye : 
Or, if you will be cheated, pay the fair. 
With foohsh fondness, ere she shows her ware. 

As when a sportsman through the snowy waste 
Pursues a hare, which he disdains to taste, 
" So (sings the rake) my passion can despise 
An easy prey, but follow when it flies." 
Yet can these idle versicles remove 
The griefs and tortures of this guilty love ? 

Were it not better wisdom to inquire 
How Nature bounds each impotent desire ; 
"Wliat she with ease resigns, or wants with pain, 
And thus divide the solid from the vain ? 
Say, sliould your jaws with thirst severely bum, 
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Would you a cleanly earthen pitcher spurn ? 
Should hunger on your gnawing entrails seize, 
"Will turbot only or a peacock please ? 

Let her be straight and fair ; nor wish to have 
Or height or colour Nature never gave : 
Then, while with joy I woo the pleasing fair, 
What ujinph, what goddess, can with naine compare ? 
No terrors rise to intermpt my joys, 
No jealous husband, nor the fearful noise 
Of bursting doors, nor the loud hideous yelling 
Of barking dogs, that shakes the mati'on's dwelling 
"When the pale wanton leaps from off her bed. 
The conscious chamber-maid screams out her dread 
Of horrid tortures ; loudly cries the wife, 
" My jointure's lost," — I tremble for ray life : 
Unbuttoned, without shoes, I speed away. 
Lest in my person, purse, or fame, I pay. 
To be surprised is, sure, a wretched tale, 
And for the truth to Fabius I appeal. 

FfiANCIS. 
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" OnmiluB hoc vHt'iini est cantorihva inter amicox." 
Ali. singers have this fault — that if you try 
To make them sing, they never will comply : 
But leave them to themselves, and unrequired 
They'll sing till all the company are tired. 
Tigellius had, we know, this whim so strong 
That Ctesar's self who might enforce a song, 
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Though he conjui-ed him in k friendly tone 
By all his father's favours and his own, 
Could not prevail. But, if the fit took place, 
Now in shrill treble — now in thundering bass 
"Twas, "Bacchus, hail!" when first the banquet came, 
And down to the last course 'twos still the same, 

Sucli was the man : Impelled by vain caprice 
His life had nothing in it of a piece. 
One day you saw him hurrying to and fro, 
Aa if he fled from some pursuing foe : 
Anon, as if great Juno'a pomp to grace. 
Marching along with slow and solemn pace. 
Sometimes he kept two hundi-ed slaves; — and then. 
Wait hut a day or two, he had but ten. 
Now in big phi-ase he'd talk of mighty things, 
Of foreign courts, of Tetrarchs and of Kings : 
And now 'twas — "Grant me, Heaven! ('tis all I wish) 
" A three-legged table and an earthen dish ; 
" A cleanly scollop-shell my salt shall hold ; 
" A coat, however coarse, may fence the cold." 
Yet, had yaw given amid his frugal plan 
Five thousand pounds to this abstemious man, 
Thus void of pride, thus easily content, 
Within five days 'twas every penny spent. 
While others were awake, he snoring lay, 
Then sat up all the night till break of day ; — 
Eyer at variance with himself. — But here 
Methinks some reader whispera in my ear : 
Have you no faults yourself? I answer, Yes; 
Faults of a difi'erent hue, and haply less. 

When Mienius dared a brother- knave attack 
And jeered at Novius once behind his back, 
" Art thou," cries one, " blind to thyself alone, 
Or would'st thou vapour as to us unknown ; 
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Look o'er thine own past follies." — " So I do," 
Retorts the wag, " and overlook them too." 

This partial self-indulgence, void of shame 
As well as sense, deserves the strongest blame. 
At your own failings while yoa leer askance 
With half-closed eye, why dart this eagle glance 
At others' faults ? since others, it is plain. 
Will cast as sharp a gaze at yours again. 
What tho' your friend be hasty now and then, — 
Too rough for the nice taste of modern men '! 
What tho' his beard oft ask the barber's skill. 
His coat look shabby, or his boots fit ill? 
Yet, you might add, he is a man of parts, 
His bosom holds the very best of hearts ; 
And^ this rude exterior lurk enshrined 
A generous temper and gigantic mind. 
Sift then your soul ; explore each secret sin 
By nature or worse habit sown within : 
For oft through long neglect the noxious weed 
Towers o'er the crop and chokes the rising seed- 
Mark how affection blinds the lover's eyes ! 
He in his mistress not a fault espies : 
In her each blemish seems to him a grace, 
And none but beauty-spots adorn her face. 
Balbinus, blind with love, enamoured grows 
Ev'n of the polypus in Agna's nose. 
In friendship would our weakness were the same. 
And dignified with Candour's nobler name ! 

As parents in their ofi'spring, so should we 
Seek to extenuate ev'n the fault we see. 
Is the child squint-eyed ? — " Oh, the pretty deai- \ 
The father lisps, " it has a roguish leer." 
Is it a dwarfish cub, scarce two feet high, 
Like Sisyphus ? — " Sweet poppet ! " is the of I 
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Varus 'tis called, if bandy-legged and lame : 
For why — great Varus thence derived hia name : 
Or is the darling ricketty ? — If kissed 
And hailed a Scaurus, who observes the twist ? 

Thus, if your fi-iend pursue the saving plan, 
Commenfl him for a pnident thrifty man. 
Is he a pert officious coxcomb ? — Say, 
The fellow has a lively pleasant way. 
If blunt, 'tis frankness all. If choleric. 
His temper, to be sure, is warm and quick ! 
Such is the way, methinks, to banish strife, 
To make men friends and keep them so for life. 

But we invert the rule, and magic spite 
Transforms ev'n virtues to their opposite. 
Have we a modest friend ? We call him shy : 
Is he reserved ? The wretch is dull and dry. 
Or is he prompt to turn off every blow. 
Still on his guard against the latent foe ? — 
(Since life's a path where snares are spread around 
And ambushed envy deals the treacherous wound}— 
For knowledge of the world and care discreet, 
We term it arrant knavery and deceit. 
Does he at times unwittingly intrude, 
With idle prattle innocently rude, 
Or on om- busy or our thinking hours — 
(As I, sir, oft securely have on yours,) 
Teased we exclaim, " What rank impertinence 1 
The blundering booby sure wants common sense.' 

Alas ! thus unconcerned we one and all 
Pronounce the law by which ourselves must fall. 
For who by birth is faultless ? and the best — 
What meaus it but less faulty than the rest ? 
Let then the man, that would be called my friend, 
Whene'er he weighs my worth, in mercy bend 
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To merit's side (if merit's side prevail), 
And kindly favour virtue's sinking scale. 
Slow to condemn and willing to esteem. 
Let sweet good-nature poise the trembling beam. 
Let him, I say, to these fair terms agree ; 
And the same favour shall be shown by me. 
He (says the proverb) who would hide a wen. 
At least should spare the warts of other men : 
Apply the maxim ; and in justice you, 
Who claim indulgence, must bestow it too. 

But, since this vice of anger, like the rest, 
Can ne'er be rooted from the' untutored breast, 
At least adjust youi- wrath by Reason's laws 
Nor let the consequence outrun the cause. 
The slave, who, ordered to remove a dish, 
Sips the warm sauce or licks the savoury fish. 
His master well may chide — and so should I : — 
But if he hang the knave or crucify, 
More mad than Labeo he must surely be 
In all men's eyes that were not mad as he. 
Now, how much worse and more devoid of sense 
Is this ? — Your friend commits some slight offence. 
Such as the man who would not soon forgive 
Were a barbarian churl unfit to live : 
For this you scout him as a pest, and shun 
Like Ruso's debtors when they meet their dun ! 
Ruso — who, when the dismal month's expired. 
Unless the wretch can raise the sura required, 
Bids his poor prisoner stretch the listening head, 
And with some long citation reads him dead. 

My friend perhaps on some convivial day 
Has stained with wine the couch on whi^ 
Has thrown a chalice down of curious q 
That graced Evander's royal hands of fe 
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Or, urged by hunger, reached across the dish 
To seize the fattest fowl or finest fish ; — 
For such small faults to hate him were absurd. 
What shall I do then, if he break his word ? 
\Vhat, if he prove perfidious or unjust, — 
Forswear a contract, or betray a trust ? 

Some hold, 'tis true, that crimes are equal all; 
But press their sophistry with facts, 'twill fall : 
It contravenes all custom, feeling, sense. 
And that great test of right — expedience. 
What time amid the brutes at Nature's birth 
Man crawled to being fi-om his parent-earth. 
Soon for the sheltering cave or sylvan food 
Fierce discord rose among the savage brood. 
At first with fists — with cudgels next they fought. 
And arms at length ingenious malice wrought. 
Then followed speech, and names to things assigned 
Stamped by the voice the motions of the mind. 
By slow degi-ees they ceased their brutal strife 
To woo the g«ntler arts of social life, — 
To build the town ; with ramparts to enclose ; — 
'Till for the common welfare laws arose ; 
Laws, to deter the bad, protect the just. 
And curb the rage of rapine and of lust, 
For oft, ere Helen, had weak woman's charms 
Unsheathed the sword and set the world in arms. 
But then, wlien just as random passion drove 
They snatched the pleasui'ea of promiscuous iove, 
(As to the stoutest hull the rest will yield, 
Till one yet stouter drive him from the field) 
Untutored strength would soon the fi'ay decide, 
And thus unknown they fouglit — unsung they died. 

Trace in the records of the historic page 
The world's vast annals back from age to age. 
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This iDference from the search you needs must draw — 

That fear of outrage firat engendered law. 

Pleasure from pain, an evil from a good 

Instinct discerns, — but never understood 

In what just actions differ from unjust. 

Till use had shown the need of mutual trust. 

Thus right or wrong is that which moi'e or less 

Promotes or mars the general happiness : 

And ne'er can he be proved by logic sound 

Who snaps a cabbage from his neighbour's ground. 

Equal in guilt with him, who, leaping o'er 

All shame, purloins the altar's sacred store. 

Let then some rule be fixed, which may dispense 
Proportioned penalties to each offence ; 
Nor him, whose crime a ferule might atone. 
Cut with your bastinado to the bone. 
For, that you e'er will err on mercy's side, 
And when the fui-ious knout should be applied. 
Wave the light rod, quitting the too severe 
For the too mild, — I see but little fear : 
While sacrilege and petty theft you say 
Are equal, and (had you the sovereign sway) 
Be men's miadeeda however great or small. 
The self-same vengeance should await them all. 

Had you the sway ! — Why if the Sage alone 
Can boast all wit, worth, beauty, as his own,- — 
If he be first and best in every thing, 
A shoemaker and " every inch a king,"— 
Do you not reign already ? — " Pritlu;e, fool ! " 
The sitoio cries, "mistake not thus the rule. 
Consult ChrysippuB — he shall end tlie stiife ; 
Perhaps the wise-man never in his life 
Made either shoe or sandal ; yet we ki 
He's still a first-rate shoemaker." — " '. 
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Was not Tigellius, when he held his toogae, 

A singer just as much as when he sung ? 

Was not Alfenus, when he closed his stall, 

Packed off his lasts, and laid aside his awl, 

Justly considered as a cobbler still ? 

So then the Sage, by virtue of his skill, 

Though exercising none, may yet be said 

To be a perfect master of each trade : 

He centres all things in himself alone, 

And reigns a monarch though without a throne. 
But after nil, methhiks, great king of kings ! 

You sometimes suffer most unroyal things. 

A ti'oop of dirty boys, that form your suite, 
Twitch your long beard and hoot you through the street 
In vain you lift your staff: the saucy throng 
Still mock your growlings as you mope along, 

In short — while you, dread sire ! among the many 1 
Bathe your illustiious person for a penny ; — 
And none, to swell the pageantry of state, 
Save dull Crispinus, on your levee wait ; — 
Permit a fool like me, when he offends, 
To claim indulgence &'om his candid friends ; 
And in his turn o'erlooking their defects 
To show to them tliat mercy he expects. 
Thus on yom' power, though mean, I may look down,. I 
And, though a Subject, envy not yom' Crown. 

Howes. 



" Eiipolis alqm Oraiinus Arislop/intiesque." 
Ckatinus, EupoUs, with some few more 
Who trod the comic stage in da3's of yore, 
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Was there a kiiave or scoundrel of theii- time, 
Bake, ruffian, thief — whatever were liis ci'ime. 
On him their honest indignation hurled. 
And lashed with freedom a licentious world. 

Close to their steps and studious of their fame. 
His numbers different— but his scope the same, 
LuciliuB followed, skilled in taunts severe 
To point at trembling vice tlie caustic jeer. 
Yet, with address and pleasantry enough. 
His style was awkwai-d and his verses rough. 
For all his pride unhappily was placed 
In this — that what he wrote, he wrote with haste ; 
And had, while standing on one foot, the power 
To spin his lines two hundred in the hour. 
No wonder sure, if such a rapid flood 
Bore in its cun-ent no small share of mud : 
No wonder if the hand which only cared 
For writing fast, wrote much that might be spared. 
The toil of writing well is death to such : 
Yet, if not weU, what matters it how muck? 

See, bold Crispinus boasts such fluent ease, 
He'U write a race with me for what I please ! 
" Come on ! Take you your tablets," he will say, 
" And I'll take mine ; appoint your place and day : 
Let umpires watch us both ; and let us try 
Which can compose the faster, you or I." 

Thanks to my stars that made me of a mind 
To brawls and babbling never much inclined, — 
Patient and poor in spirit, slow to boast 
And oft, when most contemned, contented most ! 
Go on then, ye that list, to give free vent 
To every thought within your bosoms pent ! 
Go, ape the blacksmith's leathern luugs that blow 
Till the fused mass in ruddy current flow. 
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Blest Fatinius, whose kind friends, unasked, combing 

To bear hia bust and books to Phtpbus' abrine. 

The world applauding ! — while, whate'er I write, 

Before that world I tremble to recite, — 

Aware that satii-e suits not gentle ears. 

And each man hatea it — because each man fears. 

Pick me a man at random from the throng ; — 
My life iipon't, there's something in him wrong ; 
Base envj' sonrs him, or ambition fires : 
He bums with lawless love or worse desii-es ; 
Or pines the sculptured silver to amass, 
Or dotes with Albius on Corinthian brass j ' 

Or traffics from the climes of orient day 
T'o realms that glow beneath the setting ray : 
See how from, port to port, from shore to shore. 
Urged headlong by the restless thirst of more, — 
And, tho' still saving, eager still to save, — 
Like dust before the wind, he skims the wave ! 
No wonder sure if these and such as these 
The poet and his verse alike displease. 

Like a mad bull, they shun him thro' the sti'eets ; 
" Beware," they cry ; " be butts at all he meets ! 
And if he can but let his spleen o'ei-flow. 
The spiteful creature spares nor friend nor foe : 
Besides, whate'er he once has written down. 
He's wretched till 'tis known to half the town, 
And at the baker's shop or public well 
Men — women — hoys the witty slander tell." 

A few plain words in my defence I claim : 
First from the list of Poets stiike my name. 
For not the merely smooth and flowing Ime — 
Much less such loose pedestrian verse as mine — 
Confers that title. No — tlie Bard is he 
Who boasts a genius bold, creative, free ; 



BOOK F.— SATIRE 17. 



I 



^Vhoae fancy, when diviner thoughts inspire, 
Springs up aloft to soar on wings of fire ; 
"Whose words in more than mortal accents roll, 
And echo hack the greatness of his soul. 

Hence some have douhted if 'twere right to call 
The Comic Drama poetry at all ; 
Since nor its style nor matter is imprest 
"With that fine rage which fills the poet's breast, — 
And, save that all in measured cadence flows. 
Its diction differs not fi-om simple prose. 
" Yet," you object, " the father stamps the stage 
And rates his son with more than prose-liie rage, 
"When the gay stripling, deaf to wisdom's lore. 

Slights the rich heiress for the thriftless w ; 

Or staggering forth, 'ere night obscures the sky, 

"Waves in the open street his torch on high." 

But, were Pomponius' sire his 8on to see, 

"Would he not rave and scold as loud as he ? 

'Tia not enough then merely to inclose 

Plain sense in numbers, — which if yon transpose, 

The vrords were such as any man might say. 

Just like the ranting father in the play. 

Take but from mine or old Lucilius' rhyme 

This regular return of measured time, — 

Let every line's arrangement be reversed. 

And place the first word last — the last word first ; 

"What's the result? — 'Tis poetry no more. 

And therefore was not poetry before. 

Not BO — " "When discord brake the ponderous bar 

And oped the adamantine gates of Wai- : " 

Here dislocate — distort him, as you will ; — 

Tho' piecemeal torn, you see the Poet still. 

How far this kind of wiitiug forma or no 
A proper poem, we may elsewhere show; 
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Proceed we now to that more serious head — • 
How far it forms an object of just dread. 
CapriuB and Sulcius with their bags and books, 
Writs in their hands and gibbets in their looks, 
Walk forth and strike, wherever they appear. 
The felon and tlie thief with conscious fear. 
Yet he whose hands are pure, who keeps his oath. 
Nor wrongs his neighbour, may despise them both. 
Now tho' a rogue, like Ccelius, you may be. 
It foliowB not that Caprius is like me. 
My books on no vile stall or column stand) 
Soiled by Tigellius' and each vulgar hand. 
When I recite them (which I seldom do), 
'Tis but in private to a friend or two, — 
At their request, not of my own free grace, — 
Not before all, nor yet in every place. 
I grant that some less delicate there ai^e, 
\iho spout their poems in the public square, — 
Or in the bath, where sweetly floats the sound 
Re-echoed by the vaulted roof around. 
Coxcombs, thus eager to obtrude their rhyme, 
Feel little scruple about place and time, 

I write (you tell me) with a base design, 
And spiteful rancour dictates every line. 
Whence and fi'om whom do these foul charges flow ? 
Can any, that have known me, tell you so ? 
The wretch who can revile an absent fi-iend. 
Or, when reviled, is backward to defend ; — 
Who tliinks ill-nature wit ; and, poorly proud 
To catch the laughter of a grinning crowd. 
Bids from his lips the hallowed secret fly, 
Or, when truth fails him, coins the blackening lie : 
If such there be, him, Romans ! it were well 
To mark : his touch is death, Ms heart is hell I 
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1 a party but of twelve, veclined 
ArouDd the geoial board, and you shall find 
"■hat some more pert and overbearing guest 

jth saucy jokes bespatters all the rest ; — 
All but his host, — and him too, when the bowl 
Gives licence to the tongue and bares the sold. 
Yet he's a boon companion, frank and free ; 
While every jest is blasphemy in me : 
And if perchance I smiling say — The fop 
Itufillos breathes of perfumes from the shop, 
Gorgonius glories in a goat-like smell, — 
Oh ! 'tis such scandal as no tongue can tell ! 

Mention perhaps is in your presence made 
Of him who filched the crown from Jove's own head, 
hear the censor of the envenomed page ! 

ow see him glow with friendship's generous rage ! 
[Not BO ; he damns, while seeming to defend : — 
1'*' Fetillius was my very worthy fHend ; 
'From early youth I've been his frequent guest, 
And many has he served at my request : 
So after all he lives, and lives at large ; — 
Well, 'troth, I'm glad ; but 'twas an ugly charge." 
Here is the honeyed lip and heart of coal, 
The canker-juice and night-shade of the soul. 
Now, spite like this, I'll venture to engage, 
Ne'er stained my heaii, nor e'er shall stain my page. 

But if I jest more freely now and then, 
And give a larger licence to my pen, 
Some early habits wrought into my frame 
Plead my excuse — if not support my claim. 
A tender father taught my youthful breast 
To mark the vice he wished me to detest, 
And warned me what to shun and what pn 
By holding apt examples to my view. 
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If he would have me fragally inclined. 

Content with what himsplf could leave behind. 

" Look," he would say, " at Albius' ruined son; 

See Borrus by his own excess undone ! 

A nsefid leseon tliis to all young heirs 

To guard against extravagance like theirs." 

Jf he would arm me 'gainst the wanton's eye, 

" Take warning from Sectanus," he would cry; 

And that I might not woo the wedded dame. 

While safety recommends a sitnctioned flame, 

" Trebonius," he would hint, " kicked out of doors, 

Gained Uttle credit by his loose amours. 

The lectures of the wise, my son, 'ere long 

Will point you out the grounds of right and wrong. 

Enough for me it' my poor art inspii-ea 

Plain rules of life transmitted from our sires, 

Which, while you need a guardian, may secure 

Your morals chaste, your reputation pure : 

When manhood gives your mind a firmer tone, 

You'll drop these corks and stem the tide alone." 

With such monitions providently kind 
He moulded to his will my youthful mind : 
And if he urged me to a virtue, " See, 
" For this you've good authority," said lie ; 
" Copy that man's example," — holding forth 
Some judge or statesman of acknowledged worth. 
If he would frighten me from something base, 
'Twas then — " That such things lead but to disgrace 
Henceforth you cannot doubt ; for mark, Tay son. 
The bad repute of such, or such a one." 
Just as a neighbour's funeral passing near 
StiTkea the sick glutton with a wholesome fear, 
So, when it meets the tender stripUng's eyes. 
Another's shame oft warns bim to be wise. 
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Well, thanks then to a parent's timely care, 
Such crimes as tend to ruin and despair 
Taint not my soul. To some small faults indeed. 
Some venial frailties, guilty still I plead. 
And haply these too may in time be brought 
To yield to friendly counsel and sage thought : 
For, whether on my couch supinely laid 
Or sauntering in the public colonnade, 
Still to myself some lesson I impart, 
And thus ia secret commime with my heart : 
Here duty points ; — this path to comfort tends ; — 
Thus I may win th' affections of my friends ; — 
This or that folly be it mine to shun 
Taught by the fate of such or such a one. 

Such are my dumb soliloquies : when time 
Permits, I pen them down in sportive rhyme ; 
A practice to be numbered, I allow. 
Among those hghter faults I named just now. 
But if, extreme to mai'k what is amiss. 
You stoop to censure such a fault as this, 
A host of verse-men to my aid I'll call, 
(And trust my word, our forces are not small) 
"Who, like the Jews, if still our sect you slight, 
Shall drag you off a trembling proselyte. 

Howes. 



SATIEE y. 
JOURNEY TO BRUNDUSIUM. 
" Egregsum magna me excepit Ariria Eoma,^' 
'Twaa a long journey lay before us. 




) THE SATIRES OF HORACE. 

(Who far in point of rhetoric 
Surpasses every living Greek,) 
Each leaving our respective home 
Together sitllied forth fi-oin Itome. 

First at ,\ricia we alight, 
And there refresh and pass the night, 
Our entertainment ratlier coai-se 
Than sumptuous, but I've met with worse. 
Thence o'er the causeway soft and fair 
To Appii-forum we repair. 
But as this road is well supplied 
(Temptation strong !} on either side 
"With inns commodious, snug, and warm, 
We split the journey, and perform 
In two days' time what's often done 
By brisker travellers in one. 
Here rather choosing not to sup 
Than with bad water mix my cup, 
After a warm debate in spite 
Of a provoking appetite, 
I sturdily resolved at last 
To balk it, and pronounce a fast, 
And in a moody humour wait, 
"While my less dainty comrades bait. 

Now o'er the spangled hemisphere 
Diffused the starry train appear, 
When there arose a desperate brawl ; 
The slaves and bargemen, one and all, 
Rending their throats (have mercy on us !) 
As if they were resolved to stun us. 
" Steer the barge this way to the shore I 
I tell you we'll admit no more ! 
Plague ! will you never be content ? " 
Thus a whole hom- at least is spent, 
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While they receive the several faresj 
And kick the mule into his gears. 
Happy, these difBcuIties past, 
Could we have falle]i asleep at last ! 
But, what with humming, croaking, biting, 
Gnats, frogs, and all their plagues uniting, 
These tuneful natives of the lake 
Conspired to keep us broad awake. 
Besides, to make the concert fiill, 
Two maudlin wights, exceeding dull. 
The bargeman and a passenger. 
Each in his turn, essayed an air 
In honour of his absent fair. 
At length the passenger, oppressed 
With wine, left off, and snored the rest. 
The weary bargeman too gave o'er. 
And hearing his compnnion snore, 
Seized the occasion, fixed the barge, 
Turned out his mule to graze at large. 
And slept forgetful of his charge. 
And now the sun o'er eastern bill , 
Discovered that otir barge stood still ; 
When one, whose anger vexed him sore. 
With malice fraught, leaps quick ou shore, 
Plucks up a stake, with many a thwack 
Assails the mulo and driver's back. 

Then slowly moving on with pain. 
At ten Feronia's stream we gain, 
And in her pure and glassy wave 
Our hands and faces gladly lave. 
Climbing tliree miles, fair Anxur's height 
We reach, with stony quarries white. 
While here, as was agi'eed, we wait, 
Till, charged with business of the sta 
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MjBcenas aiid Cocceius come, 

The mesaengei-B of peace from Rome. 

My eyea, by watery humours blear 

And 8ore, I with black balsam smear. 

At length they join ua, and with them 

Our worthy friend Fonteius came ; 

A man of snch complete deseii, 

Antony loved him at his heart. 

At Fundi we refused to bait. 

And laughed at vain Aiifidiua' state, 

A prtetor now, a scribe before, 

The purple -bordered robe he wore. 

His slave the smoking censer bore. 

Tired, at Murtena's we repose. 

At Formia sup at Capito's. 

With smiles the rising mom we greet. 
At Sinuessa pleased to meet 
With Plotius, Varius, and the bard 
Whom Mantua fii-st with wonder heard. 
The world no purer spirits knows ; 
For none my heart more warmly glows. 
Oh ! what embraces we bestowed. 
And witli what joy our breasts o'erflowed 1 
Sure while my sense ia sound and clear. 
Long as I live, I shall prefer 
A gay, good-natured, easy friend. 
To every blessmg Heaven can send. 
At a small village, the next night, 
Near the Voltumus we alight ; 
Where, as employed on state affairs. 
We were supphed by the pm-veyora 
Frankly at once, and without hire, 
With food for man and horse, and fire. 



BOOR I.—SATIRM V. 



Capua next day betimes we reach. 

Where Virgil and myself, who each 

Laboured with different maladies. 

His Bueh a stomach, — mine such eyea, — 

As would not bear strong exercise. 

In drowsy mood to sleep resort ; 

Mmcenas to the tennis-court. 

Next at Coeceius's farm we're treated, 

Above the Caudian tavern seated ; 

His kind and hospitable board 

With choice of wholesome food was stored, 

Now, ye Nine, iuspii'e my lays ! 
To nobler themes my fancy raise ! 
Two combatants, who scorn to yield 
The noisy, tongue- disputed field, 
Sarmentus and Cicirrus, claim 
A poet's tribute to their fame ; 
Cicirrus of true Oscian breed, 
Sarmentus, who was never freed. 
But ran away. We won't defame him ; 
His lady lives, and still may claim him. 
Thus dignified, in harder fray 
These champions their keen wit display, 
And first Sai'mentus led the way. 
" Thy locks," quoth he, " so rough and coarse. 
Look like the maiie of some wild horse." 
We laugh : Cicirrus undismayed — 
" Have at you ! " — ciies, and shakes his head, 
" 'Tis well," Sarmentus says, " you've lost 
That horn your forehead once could boast; 
Since maimed and mangled as you are. 
You seem to butt." A hideous scar 
Improved ('tis true) with double grace 
The native horrofs of his face. 
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Well. After much jocosely said 

Of his grim front, so fiery red, 

(For carbuuclea had blotched it o'er, 

vVs usual on Campania's shore,) 

" Give us," he cried, " since you're so big, 

A sample of the Cyclops jig ! 

Your shanks, methinks, no buskins ask. 

Nor does your phiz requii*e a mask." 

To this CicirruB : '• In return 

Of you, sii', now I fain would learn, 

When 'twaSj no longei- deemed a slaye, 

Your chains you to the Lai-es gave. 

For though a scrivener's light you claim, 

Your lady's title ia the same. 

But what could make you run away, 

Since, pigmy as you are, each day 

A single pound of bread would quite 

O'erpower your puny appetite ? " 

Thus joked the champions, while v 

And many a cheerful bumper quaffed. 

To Beneventum next we steer ; 
Where our good host, by over care 
In roasting thrushes lean as mice, 
Had almost fallen a sacrifice. 
The kitchen soon was all on fire, 
And to the roof the flames aspire. 
There might you see each man and master 
Stiiving, amidst this sad disaster, 
To save the supper. Then they came 
With speed enough to quench the flame. 
From hence we first at distance see 
The Apulian hills, well known to me, 
Parched by the sultry western blast ; 
And which we never should have passed. 



BOOK I.— SATIRE V. 



Had not Tiiviciis by the way 
Received us at the close of day. 
But each was forced at entering here 
To pay the ti'ibute of a tear. 
For more of smoke than fire was seen ; 
The hearth was piled with logs so green. 
From hence m chaises we were earned 
Miles twenty-four, and gladly tanied 
At a small town, whose name my verse 
(So barbarous is it) can't rehearse. 
Know it you may by many a sign. 
Water is dearer far than wine. 
There bread is deemed such dainty fare. 
That every prudent traveller 
His wallet loads with many a craat ; 
For at Canusiuni, you might just 
Ab well attempt to gnaw a stone 
As think to get a morsel down- 
That too with scantj' streams is fed ; 
Its founder was brave Diomed. 
Good Vaiius (ah, that friends must part !) 
Here left us all with aching heart. 
At Bubi we arrived that day, 
Well jaded by the length of way. 
And Bui-e poor mortals ne'er were wetter. 
Next day no weather could be better ; 
No roads bo bad ; we scarce could crawl 
Along to fishy Baiium's wall. 
The Egnatians next, who by the rules 
Of common sense are knaves or fools. 
Made all our sides with laughter heave, 
Since we with them must needs believe, 
That incense in theii- temples burna, 
And without fii-e to ashes turns. 
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To cu'cumcisioa's bigota tell 
Such tales ! for me, I know full well. 
That in high heaveu, unmoved by care, 
The gods etei'oal quiet shai'C : • 
Nor cau I dciem their spleen the cause 
Why fickle Nature breaks her laws, 
Brundusium t last we reach ; and there 
Stop shoit the muse and ti-aveller, 

COWPEH. 



TO MAECENAS. 
"Non, quia Macenas, Lydwum quidgtad Efmscos." 
Though, since the Lydians filled the Tuscan coasts. 
No richer blood than yours Etruna boasts ; 
Though your great ancestors have armies led. 
You don't, as many do, with scorn upbraid 
The man of birth imknown, or turn the uose 
On me, who from a race of slaves arose : 
While you regard not fi-om what low degree 
A man's descended, if his mind be free ; 
Convinced, that long before th' ignoble reign 
And power of 'I'ldliuB, from a servile tiain 
FuU many rose for virtue hifh renowned, 
By worth ennobled, and with honoui-s crowned ; 
While he, who boasts that ancient race Ma own 
Which drove the haughty Tai-quin from the throne, 

• ThB opinion of Epicuras. 

t Brnndusium was throo iraodred and avrty miles from Some. Thay I 
perfonnedtbe juurop; in fuurleeu dajH and a nigbt. — Frcaieie, 
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I Is vile and worthless in tlie poet's eyes : 
The people, who, you know, bestow the prize 
To men most worthless, and, like slaves to fame, 
With foohsh reverence hail a titled name ; 
Aiui, rapt with awe-atrutk admiration, gaze 
When the long race its images displays. 

But how shall we, who differ far and wide 
From the mere vulgar, this gi'eat point decide ? 
I For grant, the crowd some high-birthed scoundrftl 
choose. 
And to the low-born man of worth refuse 
(Because low-born) the honours of the state. 
Shall we from thence their vice or virtue rate ? 
Were 1 expelled the senate-house with scorn, 
Justly, perhaps, because thus meanly born, 
I fondly wandered from my native sphere ; 
Yet shall I with less real worth appetu' ? 
Chained to her beamy car Fame drags along 
The mean, the great ; an undistinguished throng. 
Poor Tiihus, when compelled in luckless horn- 
I To quit your purple robe and tribune's power, 
A larger share of envy was thy fate. 
Which had been lessened in a private state ; 
For in black sandals, when a coxcomb's dressed, 
I When floats the robe impurpled down his breast, 
I Instant, " What man is this ? " he round him hears ; 

" And who bis father ? " As when one appears 
I Sick of your fever, Barrns, to desire 
I That all the world his beauty should admire, 
I Anxious our guis inquire, " What mien and air, 
I What leg and foot he has, what teeth and hair ? " 
So he, who promises to guard the state, 
The gods, the temples, and th' imperial seat. 
Makes every mortal ask his father's name, 
, And not less curious of hk mother's fame. 
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" And shall a Syrian's 9on, like you, presume 
To hurl llie freebom citizens of Home 
From the Tarpeian rock's tremendous height. 
Or to the hangman Cadmus give their fate ? " 

Tlllius. My colleague sits below me one degree. 
For Noviua, like my father, was made free. 

Horace. Shall you for this a true Messahi seem, 
And rise a Paulua in your own esteem ? 
But when two hundred waggons crowd the street. 
And three long funerals in procession meet. 
Beyond the fifes and horns his voice he raisest 
And sure such sti-eugth of lungs a wondrous praise is. I 

As for mysell", a freedman's son confessed ; 
A freedman's son, the public acorn and jest, 
That now with you I joy the social hour, 
— That once a Roman legion owned my power; 
But though they envied my command in war, 
Justly perhaps, yet sure 'tis different far 
To gain your friendship, where no servile art, 
Where only men of merit claim a part. 

Nor yet to chance this happiness I owe ; 
Friendship like yours it had not to bestow. 
First, my best Virgil, then my Varins told. 
Among my friends what character I hold ; 
"When introduced, in few and faltering worda 
(Such as an infant modesty affords) 
I did not tell you my descent was great, 
Or that I wandered round my country seat 
On a proud steed in richer pastures bred : 
But what T really was, I frankly said. 

Short was your answer, in your usual strain ; 
I take my leave, nor wait on you again, 
Till, nine months past, engaged and bid to hold 
A place among your nearer friends enrolled. 
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■An honour tiais, methinks, of nobler kind, 
That innocent of heart and pure of mind. 
Though with no titled birth, I gained his love, 
^Vhose judgment can discern, whose choice approve. 

If some few Tenial faults deform my soul, 
(Like a fair face when spotted with a mole,) 
K none with avarice justly brand my fame, 
With sordidness, or deeds too vile to name : 
If pure and innocent : if dear (forgive 
These little praises) to my friends I live. 
My father was the cause, who, though maintain 
By a lean faim but poorly, yet disdained 
The country schoolmaster, to whose low care 
The mighty oaptain sent his high-born heir, 
With satchel, copy-book, and pelf to pay 
The wretched teacher on th' appointed day. 

To Borne by this bold father was I brought, 
To learn those arts which well-born youth are taught ; 
So dressed and so attended, you would swear 
,1 was some senator's expensive heir ; 
fiimself my guardian, of unblemished truthj 
Among my tutors would attend my youth, 
And thus preserved my chastity of mind 
(That prime of vii-tue in its highest kind) 
Not only pure from guilt, but even the shame 
That might with vile suspicion hm^t my fame ; 
Nor feared to be reproached, although my fate 
Should fix my fortune in some meaner state. 
From which some trivial perquisites arise, 
Or make me, like himself, collector of excise. 

For this my heart, fai' from complaining, pays 
A larger debt of gratitude and praise ; 
Nor, while my senses hold, shall I repent 
Of such a father, nor with pride resent. 
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Ab many do, th' involuntary disgrace 
Not to be bom of an illustrious race. 
But not with theirs my sentiments agree, 
Or language ; for if Nature should decree 
That we from any stated point might live 
Om- former yeai'S, and to our choice should give 
The sires, to whom we wished to be allied, 
Let othera choose to gratify their pride : 
While I, contented with my own, resign 
The titled honours of an ancient line. 
This may be madness in the people's eyes, 
But in yom- judgment not, perhaps, unwise; 
That I refuse to bear a pomp of state, 
Unused and much unequal to the weight. 

Instant a larger fortune must be made ; 
To purchase votes, my low addresses paid ; 
"Whether a jaunt or jouniey I propose. 
With me a crowd of new companions goes ; 
While, anxious to comjjlete a length of train, 
Domestics, horses, chariots, I maintain. 
But now, as chance or pleasure is my guide, 
Upon my bob-tailed mule alone I ride. 
Galled is his crupper with my wallet's weight ; 
His shoulder shows his rider's awkward seat 

Yet no penuiious vileness e'er shall stain 
My name ; as when, gi'eat Prastor, with your tmin 
Of five poor slaves, you carry where you dine 
Your travelling kitchen, and youi- flaslt of wine, 

Thus have I greater blessings in my power 
Than you, proud Senator, and thousands more. 
Alone I wander, as by fancy led, 
I cheapen herbs, or ask the price of bread ; 
I listen, while diviners tell theii' tale, 
Then homewai'd hastfo to my frugal meal, 
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[ Herbs, pulse, and pancakes ; each a separate plate ; 
While three doniestics at my supper wait. 
A bowl on a white marble table stands, 
Two goblets, and an ewer to wash my hands; 
A hallowed cup of true Campanian clay 
My pure libations to the gods to pay. 
I then retire to rest, nor anxious fear 
Before dread Marsyas ' early to appear. 
Whose very statue eweara it cannot brook 
The meanness of that slave-bom judge's look. 

I I sleep till ten ; then take a walk, or choose 

I A book perhaps, or trifle with the muse : 

rYoi- cheerftd exercise and manly toil 
Anoint my body with the pliant oil. 
But not with such as Natta's, when he vamps 
His filthy limbs, and robs the pubhe lamps. 

But when the sun pours down his fiercer fire, 
And bids me fi'om the toilsome sport retire, 
I baste to bathe, then decently repiale 
My craving stomach with a frugal meal, 
Enough to nourish nature for a day, 
Then trifle my domestic hours away. 

Such is the life fr-om bad ambition free ; 
Such comfort has the man low-bom hke me ; 
With which I feel myself more truly blessed 

IThan if my sires the questor's power possessed. 
Francis. 



• A satyr, who, ohallenRioe Apollo to a trial of skill in music, was 
overcoioii ond flnyed alive by the god. A statue waa ereclErt to him in 
the forum, opposite to the rostra, where the judges determineii causes ; 
uid the poGt pleasantly says it stood in sni^h na attitude, as showed its 
indignation to behold a man who had lieen a slave now nitting among 
1^ magistrates of Borne. The satyr, in his resentment of audi a sight, 
forgeta tha pain of being flayed alive,— rtOT-. 
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SATIRE VII. 
" Prosrripli Rfyia Riqitlijnis alqiw veiimttm." 
How half-bred Persius clipped the venomed sting 
Of that pert outlaw hight Rupiliua King, 
Gagged his foul mouth and put liis rancour down — 
Is known through all the barbers' shops in town. 
Much wealth by usury had this Persius made 
And still in Asia drove a thriving trade ; 
"With King too now he urged a teasing suit, 
Sturdy as he and keenly resolute, 
"With slang so glib as left on wings o' th' wind 
Sisenna, Bai-rus, many a length behind. 

But to my tale : — When neither would concede 
And each resolved to conquer or to bleed — 
For warriors still are least disposed to yield 
Who most have proved their prowess in the field, 
As Hector and Achilles wont to swell 
With mutual rage that death alone could quell — 
"Why but because for feats of valour known 
Each claimed the prize of glory for his own ? — 
\Vhile cowards, when they quarrel, soon retreat ; 
And, when unequal champions chance to meet. 
The weak with proffered gifts redeems his head. 
As whilome Glaucus did to Dionied— 
Bent then on law, what time great Brutus bore 
Prffitorian sway on Asia's fertile shore. 
Forth step the combatants, a doughty pair ; 
And here Bupilius stands, and Persius there. 
Never did nobler spectacle engage 
The eye, or stouter champions mount the stage. 

Persius first states the case, till all around 
Loud peals of laughter through the court resound. 
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BrutuB and all hia suite he loads with praise, — 
Calls him a Sun which sheds its kindly rays 
On Asia's coast; and all the rest, save King, 
Planets that rise wiUi healing in their wing : 
Him a Tile Dog-star, hateful to the swain, 
That carries death and famine in its train. 
Thus rolled his tide of eloquence along ; 
The wintry torrent not more hold and strong, 
Which sweeps its way through forests of high oak 
That never echoed to the woodman's stroke ! 
ite's son now rises and rephes 
I With biting taunts and foul acun*ilities, 
I Hank as vine-dressers fling, when pei-ched on high 
I They hear the cuckoo* in each passer-by. 

Nettled with these home gibes, uprose the Greek 
1 "With brief rejoinder : " Brutus ! hear me speak ; 
Thy su-es were patriots in Home's earlier day, 
Nor thou a patriot less renowned than they : 
Since then fi-om regicide thy glory springs, 

I Speak — strike — redress, and trounce this worst of 
kings 1 " 
Canon Howes. 
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SATUIE VIII. 
COMPLAINT OF PRIAPUS. 
" Olim Iruncus eramjkulnus, inulite lignum." 
In days of yore onr godship stood, 
A very worthless log of wood, 



"Cuckoo" meant a lazy fellow ; one who leaves tha 
family lo others. The jioaaengera called "Cuckoo "to 
dresser aa thuy paaeed. — Francis. 
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The joiner doubting, or to shape us 
Into a. stool, or a Priapus, 
At length resolved, for reasons wise. 
Into a god to bid me rise ; 
And now to birds and thieves I stand 
A terror great. With ponderous hand, 
And something else as red as scarlet, 
I fright away each filching varlet. 
The birds, that view with awful dread 
The reeds, fast stuck into my head. 
Far from the garden take their flight. 
Nor on the ti-ees presume to light. 

In cofiins vile the herd of slaves 
Were hither brought to crowd their graves ; 
And once in this detested ground 
A common tomb the vulgar found ; 
Buffoons and spendthiifts, vile and base, 
Together rotted here in peace. 
A thousand feet the front extends, 
Three hundred deep in rear it bends, 
And yonder column plainly shows 
No more unto its heirs it goes. 
But now we breathe a purer air, 
And walk the siumy terrace fair. 
Where ouce the ground with bones was white, 
— With human bones, a ghastly sight ! 

But, oh ! nor thief, nor savage beast. 
That used these gardens to infest, 
E'er gave me half such cares and pains 
As they, who turn poor people's brains 
With venomed drugs and magic lay — 
These I can never fright away; 
For when the beauteous queen of night 
Uplifts her head adorned with light. 
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Hither tbey come, pernicious crones ! 
To gather poisonous herbs and bones. 

Canidia with disheTcllcd hair 
(Black was her robe, her feet were bare), 
With Sagana, infernal dame ! 
Her elder sister, hither came. 
With yellings dire tliej' filled the place, 
And hideous pale was either's face. 
Soon with their nails tliey scraped the ground, 
And filled a magic trench jirofound 
With a black lamb's thick-streaming gore, 
Whose members with their teeth they tore. 
That they may charm the sprites to tell 
Some curious anecdotes from hell. 
The beldams then two figures brought ; 
Of wool and wax the forms were wrought : 
The woollen was erect and tall. 
And scourged the wasen image small, 
Which in a suppliant, servile mood 
With dyijig ail' just gasping stood. 

On Hecate one beldam calls ; 
The other to the Furies bawls. 
While serpents crawl along the ground, 
And Stygian slie-dogs howl around. 
The blushing moon, to shun the sight, 
Behind a tomb withdrew her light. 

Oh ! if I lie, may ravens shed 
Their ordure on my sacred head I 

Not to be tedious, or repeat 
How flats and sharps in couceii meet, 
With which tlie gliosts and hags maintain 
A dialogue of passing strain ; 
Or how, to liide the tooth of snake 
And beard of wolf, tlie ground they break 
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Or how the fire of mngic seized 
The waxen form, and how it blazed ; 
Mark how my vengeance I pursued 
For all I heard, for all I viewed. 

Loud B3 a bladder bui-sta its wind, 
Dreadful it thundered from behind. 
To town they scampered, atruek with fear. 
This lost her teeth, and that her hair, 
They dropped the bracelets from their arms. 
Their incantations, herbs and charms ; 
"Whoe'er had seen them in their flight 
Had burst with laughing at the sight. 

Fbanois. 



SATIRE IX. 
THE BOKE. 

" /?<amforle Via Saa-a, sicut mem est mos." 
AioNG the Sacred Street I chanced to stray 
Musing I know not what, aa is my way. 
And wholly wrapt in thought — when up there came 
A fellow scarcely known to me hy name : 
Grasping my hand, " My dear friend, how d'ye do ? 
"And pray," he cried, "how wags tlie world witi 

you?" 
" I thank you, pitssing well, as times go now ; 
Your servant : " — ^And with that I made my bow. 
But finding him still dangle at my sleeve 
Without the slightest sign of taldng leave, 
I turn with cold civility and say — 
" Anything further, Sir, with me to-day ? " 
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— " Nay, truce with this reserve ! it is biit tit 
We two were friends, aince I'm a brotlier-wit." 
Here some dull compliment I stammered out. 
As, " That, Sir, recommends you much no doubt." 

Vexed to the bouI and dying to be gone, 
I slacken now my pace, now hm-ry on ; 
And sometimes halt at once in full career, 
Whispering some trifle in my lackey's ear. 
But when he still stuck by me as before, — 
Sweating with mward spleen at eveiy pore. 
Oh ! how I longed to let my passion pass, 
And sighed, Bolanua, for thy front of brass I 

Meanwhile he keeps up one incessant chat 
About the sti'eets, the houses, and all that : 
Marking at last my silence — -" Well," said he, 
" 'Tis pretty plain you're anxious to get free : 
But patience, darling Sir ! so lately met — 
Odiilife ! I cannot think of parting yet. 
Inform me, whither are your footsteps bound 
" To see (hut pray don't let me drag you round) 
A friend of mme, who hes extremely ill 
A mile beyond the bridge, or further still." — 
" Nay then, come on ! I've nothing else to do ; 
And as to distance, what is that^ — with you ! " 

On hearmg this, quite driven to despair, 
Guess what my looks and what my feelings were ! 
Never did ass upon the public road, 
When on his back he felt a douhki load, 
Hang both his ears so dismal and so blank. 
" In me. Sir," he continues, " to be frank. 
You know not what a friend you have in store : 
ViscuB * and Varius will not charm you more. 
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For as to dnnciDg, who with me can vie? 
Or wlio can scribble verse so fast as I ? 
Again, in powers of voice so much I shine 
Hermogenes himself might envy mine." 

Here for a moment, jjulfed with self'-npiilnnae. 
He stopped ; I took advantage of the panse ; 
" These toils will shorten, sure, yom* precious life ; 
Have you no loving mother, Mend, or wife ; 
Wlio takes an interest in your fate ? " — " Oh, no ; 
Thank heaven ! they're all disposed of long ago," 
" Good luck (thought I), by thee no longer vexed ! **1 
So I, it seems, must be disposed of next: 
Well, let me but at ouce resign my breath ; 
To die by inches thus were worse than death. 
Now, now I see the doom approaching near, 
Which once was told me by a gossip seer : 
While yet a boy, the wiinkled beldam shook 
Her urn, and, eyeing me with piteous look, 
" Poor lad ! " she cried, " no mischief shalt thou feelj 
Or from the poisoned bowl or hostile steel ; 
Nor pricking pleurisy, nor hectic cough, 
Nor slow-consuming gout shall take thee off: 
'Tis thy sad lot, when grown to man's estate, 
To fall the victim of a puppy's prate : 
Go, treasure in tliy mind the truths I've sung. 
And shun, if thou art wise, a chattering tongue." 

At Vesta's temple we arrived at last ; 
And now one quarter of the day was past — 
When by the greatest luck he had, I found. 
To stand a suit, and by the law was hound 
Either to answer to the cliarges brought. 
Or else to suffer judgment by default. 
" I'm soiTy to detain yon here," he cried ; 
" But iiiijiht T i\sk you just to .Mep a;.idc ? ' 
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" You must excuse me ; legs ao cramped with gout 

As mine, I fear, could never stand it out : 

Then, may I perish if I've skill or taste 

For law ; besides, you know I am in haste." — 

" Faith, now you make me doubtful what to do ; 

Whether to sacrifice my cause or you." 

" Me, by all means. Sir ! —me, I beg and pray." 

" Not for the world," cried he, and led the way. 

Convinced all further struggle was hut vain, 

I follow like a captive in his train. 

" Well " — he begins afresh — " how stand you, Sir, 
In the good graces of our Minister? " — 
" His favourites are but few, and those select: 
Never was one more nice and circumspect." 
" Enough — In all such cases I'm the man 
To work my way ! In shoi-t, to crown yoiii' plan. 
You need some second, master of his ai't, 
To act, d'ye see, a sort of under-part. 
Now what is easier ? — Do but recommend 
Youi- humble servant to this noble friend ; — 
And, take my word, the coast we soon should 

clear. 
And you erelong monopolize his ear." — 
" Tush ! matters go not there as yon suppose ; 
No roof is purer from intrigues like those : 
Tliink not, if such and such sm'pass myself 
In wealth or wit, I'm laid upon the shelf: 
Each has his place assigned."— " Why, this is new 
And passing strange ! " — " Yet not more sti'ange than 

true."— 
" Gods ! how you whet my wishes ! well, I vow, 
I long to know him more than ever now." — 
— " Assail him then ; the will is all you need; 
With prowess such as youi-s, you must succeed ; 
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He's not impregnable ; but (what is worst) 

He knows it, and is therefore shy at first," 
" If that's his humoui', trust me, I shall spare 
No kind of pnins to win admittance there ; 
I'll biibe his porter ; it' denied to-day, 
I'll not desist, but try some other way : 
I'll watch occasions — linger in his suite, 
Wnylay, salute, huzzah him through the street. 
Nothing of consequence beneath the sun 
Without great labour ever yet was done." 

Thus he proceeded prattling without end, 
When — who should meet us but my worthy friend, 
Aristiua Fuscus,* one who knew the fop 
And all bis humours : up he comes— we stop. 
" Whence uow, good Sir, and whither bound?" he cries. 
And to like questions, put in turn, replies. 
In hopes he'd take the hint and draw me off, 
I twitch his listless sleeve — nod — wink — and cough. 
He, feigning ignorance what my signals mean, 
With cruel waggery smiles : — I bum with spleen. 

" Fuscus (said I), you mentioned t'other day 
Something particular you wished to say 
Betwixt ourselves." — " Perhaps I might : 'tis true ; 
But never mind ; some other time will do : 
This is the Jews' grand feast ; and I suspect 
You'd hardly like to spurn that holy sect." — 
" Kay, for such scruples, 'troth I feel not any." — 
" Well, but I do, and, like the vulgar many. 
Am rather tendei' in such points as these : 
So by and bye of that. Sir, if you please." — 
Ah me t that e'er so dark a sun should rise I 
Away the pitiless barbarian flies, 
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And leaves me baffled, lialf bereft of life, 
All at the mercy of the ruthless knife. 

With hue and cry the plaintiff comes at last ; 
" Solio there, sirrah ! whither now so fast ? 
" Sir" — he addressed me — "You'll bear witness here?" 
" Aye, that I will," quoth I, and turned my ear,* 
Anon he's dragged to court ; oo either side 
Loud shouts ensue, and uproar lords it wide : 
WLile I, amid the hurly-burly riot, 
Thanks to Apollo's care! walk off in quiet. 

Canon Howes, 



" LucUi, qimm sis mendosus, teste CnloiiB." 
Yes, I did say that old I.ucilins' song 
In rough unmeasured numbers halts along : 
And who so blindly partial to his verse, 
That dai'ea to caU Lucilius smooth and terse ? 
Yet that with ridicule's keen gibe he knew 
To lash the towu, I gave him honour due. 
Let then his liumoroua talent stand confest ; 
Still granting this, I must withhold the rest : 
For, if mere wit all excellence combine. 
The farces of Laberius t were divine. 

'Tis not sufficient with broad mirth to win 
The laugh cont-ulsive and distended grin ; 

tAnd, though to set an audience in a roar 
Be something, still we look for something more. 
i 



llE piachfid, which waa the regular farm of c 
io be bound over to appear aa b. witueaa. —ffoinn. 
+ A Eonian knight, who oomposeJ iniines or di 
[ mimBtit geatiires were the chief point. 
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'Mid other needfuls, brevity we place. 

That all your thoughts may flow with ease and grace; 

Not wildly rambling, but compact and clear. 

Not clogged with worda that load the lahouring ear. 

The style must vary too from grave to gay. 

Just as the varying subject points the way ; 

Now rouse the poet's lire, the speaker's art — 

Now stoop to act tlie humorist's lighter part, 

Like one who, to give play, retreating cowers. 

And pui-poseiy puts forth but half his powers : 

For oft a smile beyond a fi-own prevails. 

And raillery triumphs where invecti\'e fails. 

In this the earlier comic hards excel, 

la this deserve om- imitation well ;— 

Those wits whom nor Hermogenes the fair 

Nor that pert jackanapes • e'er made his care, 

Who only knows CattiUiis' strains to sing 

And troll soft Calvus f to the warbling string. 

But 'tis alleged, " that old Lucilius shines 
In mingling Greek with Latin in his lines." 
Ye pmiy pedants ! seems it strange to you 
"What ev'n Pitholeon of Rhodes could do 7— 
"Yet there's a sweetness in this blended speech 
Which neither tongue " {say they) " apart can I'each, 
Like that rich zest which nicer tastes discern 
In mellow Chian mixed with rough Falem," 
Talk j-ou of verse alone ? Or (let me ask) 
Were you engaged in the more arduous task 
Of pleading for Petillius, would you speak 
A motley brogue, half Latin and half Greek ? 
And, while our Pedius and Messala I toil 

* Said to refer to Demetrius, wlio wex3 dw.iiliah and difornied. 
+ A distiiigaished orator and punt, 
t Two celebrated lawjera. 
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In the piu'e iclioni of theii' Dative soil, 
Spurning your birthright, would you at the Bnr 
Mix terms outlandish with vernacular, — 
And, like Canusiuin'a amphibious sons. 
Jabber a brace of languages at once ? 

In early youth, when strong wna my desire 
With Lntian hand to smite the Attic lyre, 
Rome's founder, at the hour when dreams are true, 
Rose in a vision to my wondering view ; 
" Horace ! " — said he in accents deep and slow, 
" Horace ! the fruitless enterprise forego : 
To swell the host of Grecians were as vain 
As adding water to the boundless main." 
Hence, while Alpinua * in bombastic line 
Lays Memnon low and mars the head of Bhine, 
These sportive lays, I sing, ne'er meant to vie 
For ivy crowns 'neath Tarpa'a + critic eye, 
Nor fraught with ribald mirth or tragic rage 
Night after night to figure on the stage. 

To paint the lavish stripling's crafty girl 
Plotting with Davua t to outwit the churl — 
This is a branch of art, Fundanius, known 
Of modem wits to you and you alone. 
Whose pencil to the prattling scene can give 
That air of truth which bids the picture live : 
In stately trimeters proud Pollio sings 
The tragic fates of heroes and of kings : 

* "Alpiuua " was said by the Scholinst to ho M. Fmiius Bibaonlua, 
a poet, bplli at Cremona d.c, 104. He is repceflouteJ as " mardering " 
Memnon, tho «on of Tithonus and Aurora, from the wretched way in 
which he described Memnon'a combat with Aohillca at Troy. 

t Tarpa was one of the five judges Biipoiiited hy A ugnatus to decide 
what plays should be acteil, Ac, Ac, 

J Dams is the name of a. crafty sluyo of Chreuius, h miser in I 
AndriB of Tereur.'e. 
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Varin8 in matchlpss numbers full and grand 
Pours his bold epic with a master's hand ; 
Wliile every muse than hanuts the sylvan plain 
Breiithes ^race and elegance in yb-gil's strain. 
In Satire only, which with some few more 
Varro had tried (but vainly tried) before. 
Could I succeed ; though sure that no success 
Of mine could malce its first inventor less : 
For never from his brows would Horace tear 
Tlie wreath he wears and well deserves to wear, 

'Tis ti-ue I said that like a rapid flood 
He carries in his course a train of mud. 
And that his happier lines are few compared 
With those loose stragglei-s thitt might well be spared, 
And do not you, ye critics ! now and then 
Peck at the foibles ev'n of Homer's pen ? 
Dares not your loved Lucilius to correct 
In older Accius many a gross defect ? 
Of Ennius does he not with laughter speak, 
Where'er his vorse is laine — hia language weak ? 
Talks he not of himself, when self he names, 
As one inferior far to those he blames ? 
What then forbids us, when we con him o'er, 
To use that freedom which he used before ? — 
Ask if his ruggedness of numbera seem 
Due to the sloT'nly pen or stubborn theme ? — 
And doubt if patience may not give the strain 
A smoother flow than that man can attain. 
Who (deeming that his lines, however rough. 
While each contain six feet, run smooth enough) 
Scribbles before his supper twice five score, 
And after supper scribbles twice five more ;— 
Like Tuscan Cassius whose exuberant song 
Swift as a mountain torrent sweeps along ; 



BOOK I.—BATIRE X. 



23S 



I 



Of whom fame tells, so rapid wiia Lis style. 
That his own volumes formed his funeral pile ? 

But grant Luciliua ia polite and chaste ; — 
Grant that he toot more pains and shows more tJiste 
Than that rude bard * who by a. lucky hit 
First dared a path unknown to Grecian wit. 
Or than our older minstrels : — Yet, could fate 
To times more modem have prolonged his date, 
How would he toil each roughness to refine, 

3 the weak and point the lagging line ! 
Each crude excrescence, each redundant spray. 
As false luxuriance, he would prune away, 
Kor amid fancy's wildest raptures fail 
To scratch the brow and gnaw the bleeding nail. 

Spare not erasion, ye that wish your strain, 
When once perused, to be perused again ; 
Nor court the mob, — contented if those few 
Can praise, whose judgment speaks their praises true. 
Let others more ambitious joy to see 
Their works the school-boy'a task ! Enough for me 
If Knights applaud, as once with saucy ])ride, 
To hissing crowds Arbuscula t replied, 

What — shall the bug Pantilins move my spleen ? 
Or shall I fret because unbeai'd, unseen, 
Demetrius aims his pitiful attack 
And spurts his venomed slime behind my back ? 
Shall sneei'S from Fanniua, or hia danghng guest. 
The pert Hermogenes, disturb my rest ? 
No— let Majcenas smile upon my lays, — 
Let Plotius, Varius, Valgius, Virgil praise, — 






Ennius. 

+ A freed-woman mime-ai 

ihe dedared that she did not vnlue tliui 

the kiiij^hta, i.t., the ediiCEtted clrta 
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Let Fuscus and the good Octarius deign 
With either Viscus to approve the strain ; — 
Aud, far from idle dreams of vulgar tame, 
You, Pollio ! you, Messala ! let me name, 
Nor. less your brother ; candid Fumias too. 
And you, my Bibulus ! and Servius ! you : 
buch, with some others whom I here omit, 
huch ai-e the friends whose taste T fain Vfoiild hit ; 
Mine be the boast to win the smiles of these, 
Nor e'er to please them less than now I please ! 
But you, Demetrius, luid yoiir stupid gang — 
I bid yon, with Tigellius all go hang 
And scribble tasks for school-gii-ls !— Boy, pen down 
These lines, and let them know I scorn their frown ! 
Canon Howes. 



SATIRE L* 
" Sunt, qnibus in sniira videor nimis acer el vllra." 
Horace. Theke are, to whom too poignant 1 appear ; j 
Beyond the laws of satke too severe. 
My lines are weak, unsinewed, othei's say, 
' A man might spin a thousand such a day.' 

• In hia firsl bonk of Batires our poet oppoaea the vices of maakin^J 
iu this he refntea the false opiniona of the philosophers. Such a dcsi^ 
requires more force and more erudition than the furruer. Thi 
luay therefoTO expect to find this book better Bupiiorted with n 
and leaming than the first. — JVaiictj. 
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[ \\'lifit shnll I do, Trebatius? Trehatins,* Write no 
more. 

If. ^\'liat ! Grive the dear delight of scribbling o'er ? 

T. Yes. H. Let me die but your advice were best. 
But HU', I cannot sleep ; I cannot rest. 

T, Swim o'er the Tiber, if you want to sleep, 
Or the dull senae in t' other bottle steep : 
If you must write, to Cffisar tune youi- lays, 
Indulge your genius, and your fortune raise. 

H. Oh ! were I equal to the glorious theme, 
Bristled with spears bis ii'on war should gleam : 
A thousand darts should pierce the hardy Gaul.t 
And from hia horse the wounded Parthian feU. 

T, Then give his peaceful virtues forth to fame ; 
His fortitude and justice be your theme. 

H, Yes. I will bold the daring theme in view, 
Perhaps hereafter your advice pursue. 
But Ciesar never will your Flaccus hear ; 
A languid panegyric hurts hia ear. 
Too strongly guarded from the poet's lays. 
He spurns the flatterer, and his saucy praise. 

T. Better even this, than cmelly defame, 
And point buffoons and villains out by name. 
Siu-e to be hated even by those you spare. 
Who hate in just proportion as tliey fear. 

H. Tell me, Trebatius, are not all mankind 
To different pleasures, different whims inclined ? 
Millonius dances when his head gi'ows hght, 
And the dim lamp shines double to his sight. 



: he Ba« old n 



I* Trebtitina was a ieanipJ Inwyer «nil 
having beeu contemporary with Cicern. 
■t The Gauls of Aqnitain having relwUtii in 72fl, OctnviiiB sen 
UssBala, with tlia title of governor of the province, tn reOncfi tbeni t 
hia obedience. He conquered them the yeat folloiviiig, and had the 
honoar of a triamph th" ' """ -- ■ ■ 
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Tlie twiii-boru brothers in their sports divide ; 
Pollux loves boxing ; Castor joys to ride. 
Indulge me then iu this my sole delight, 
IJke great and good Lucilius let me write. 

Behold him franliiy to his book impart, 
As to n fi'iend, the secrets of his heart : 
To write waa all his aim j too heedless bard, 
And well or ill, unworthy his regard. 
Hence the old man stands open to your view, 
Though with a careless hand the piece he drew. 

His steps I follow in pursuit of fame. 
Whether Lucania or Apuha claim 
The honour of ray birth ; for on the lands, 
By Samnitee once possessed, Venusium stands, 
A forward barrier, aa old tales relate. 
To stop the course of war, and guard the state. 

Let this digression, as it may, succeed — 
No honest man shall by my satire bleed ; 
It guards me like a sword, and safe it lies 
Within the sheath, till villains round me rise. 

Dread king and father of the mortal race, 
Behold me, harmless bard, how fond of peace ! 
And may all kinds of mischief-making steel 
In rust, eternal rust, thy vengeance feel I 
But who provokes me, or attacks my fame, 
' Better not touch me, friend,' I loud exclaim ; 
His eyes shall weep the folly of his tongue. 
By laughing crowds in rueful ballad sung. 

Th' informer Cervins threatens with the laws ; 
TnriuB youi' judge, you surely lose your cause : 
Are you the object of Camdia's hate? 
Drugs, poisons, incantations, are your fate : 
For powerful Nature to her creatures shows 
With various anna to terrify their foes. 
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The wolf with teelh, the bull with horns can fight ; 
"Whence, but from instinct, and an inward light ? 
His long-hved mother trust to Scieva's care — 
T. No deed of blood his pious band could dare. 

H. Wondrous indeed 1 that bulla ne'er strive to bite, 
Nor wolves, with desperate horns engage in fight ; 
No mother's blood the gentle Scfeva spills. 
But with a draught of honeyed poison kills. 

Then, whether age ray peaceful hours attend, 
Or death his sable pinions round me bend ; 
Or rich, or poor ; at Rome ; to exile driven ; 
Whatever lot by powerful fate is given, 
Yet write I will. T. O boy, thy fate is sped. 
And short thy days. Some lord shall strike thee dead 
With freezing look — H. What ! in his honest page. 
When good Lucilius lashed a vicious age. 
From conscious villains tore the mask away. 
And stripped them naked to the glare of day. 
Were Ltelius or his friend (whose glorious name 
From conquered Carthage deathless rose to fame). 
Were they displeased, when villains and their crimes 
Were covered o'er with infamy and rhymes ? 
The factious demagogue he made his prize, 
And durst the peoplcj tribe by tribe, chastise ; 
Yet true to virtue, and to virtue's friends, 
To them alone with reverance he bends. 
When Scipio's vii'tue, and, of milder vein, 
When Lselius' wisdom, from the busy scene. 
And crowd of life, the vulgar and the gi-eat. 
Could with their favourite satirist retreat, 
Lightly they laughed at many an idle jest, 
Until tbeii' frugal feast of herbs was di'essed, 

Wliat though with great Luciliua I disclaUD 
All saucy rivalshiji of biith or fame, 
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Spiw of herself even Envy must confeas 
That I the friendship of the great possess, 
And, if she dare attempt my honest fame, 
Shall break her teeth against my solid name. 
This is my plea ; on this I rest my cause — 
Wliat says my counsel, learned in the laws ? 

T. Your case is clearer ; yet let me advise ; 
For sad mishaps fi'om ignorance arise. 
Behold the pains and iienalties decreed 
To libellers — H. To libellers indeed t 
But, if with truth his characters he draws, I 

Even Cffisar shall support the poet's cause ; ' 

The formal process shall be turned to sport. 
And you dismissed with honour by the court. 

Francis. 



ON FRUGALITY. 

" QiM virtue el quanta, hmi, sU vivere jiarvo," 
What, and how great the virtue, friends, to live 
On what the gods with frugal bounty give, 
(\or are thuv mine, hut sage Ofellus' rules 
Of mother-wit, and wise without the schools,) 
Come leiirn with me, but leara before ye dine. 
Ere with luxurious pomp the table shiue ; 
Ere yet its madding aplenilom-a are displayed, 
That dull the sense, and the weak mind mislead. 
Yet why before we dine ? I'll tell ye, friends, 
A judge, when bribed, but ill to truth attends. 

Pui-Bue the chase : th' unmanaged coui'ser rent 
Or, if the Roman wnr ill suit thy vein. 
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To Grecian revels formed, at tennis play. 
Or at the manly discus * waste the day : 
With vigour hurl it through the yielding air 
(The sport shall make the labour less severe) ; 
Then, vrhen the loathings that from surfeits rise 
Are quelled hy toil, a homely meal despise ; 
Then the Falernian grape with pride disclaim, 
Unless with honey we correct its flame. 

Your butler strolls abroad ; the wintered sea 
Defends its fish ; hut you can well allay 
The stomach's angry roar with bread and salt. 
Whence can this rise, you ask, from whence the fault ? 
In you consists the pleasure of the treat, 
Not in the price, or flavour of the meat. 

Let exercise give rehsh to the dish, 
Since not the various luxuries of fish. 
Nor foreign wild fowl can delight the pale, 
Surfeit-swoln guest ; yet I shall ne'er prevail 
To make our men of taste a pullet choose, 
And the gay peacock with its train refuse ; f 
For the rare bii-d at mighty price is sold ; 
And, lo ! what wonders from its tail unfold ! 
But can these whims a higher gusto raise. 
Unless you eat the plumage that you praise ? 
Or do its glories, when 'tis boiled, remain ? 
No ; 'tis th' unequalled beauty of its train 
Deludes your eye, and charms you to the feast, 
For hens and peacocks are alike in taste. 

I" The diecuB wns a quoit of brasa, iron, or atone, thrown by a thong 
put through the middle of it. 
f Quintua Horteiisius wan the first who gave the Eomsna n tasle for 
peacocha, and it soon became ao fsshienable a dish, that all poaiiU of 
lOrtona had it at their tahlea. Cicero pleaflantlj saya, he hud the bold- 
ness to invitfi HirtiuB to sup with liai, uvea without a |iflacoist.— 
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But say, by what diacernment are you taught 
To know that this voracious pUte was caught 
"Where tlie full river's lenient waters glide. 
Or where the bridges break the rapid tide ; 
In the mild ocean, or where Tiber pays 
With broader course his tribute to the seas ? 

Madly you praise the mullet's three pound weight, 
And yet you stew it piecemeal ere you eat ; 
Your eye deceives you ; wherefore else dislike 
The natural greatness of a full-grown pike, 
Yet in a mullet so much joy express ? 
" Pikes are by nature large, and mullets leas," 

" Give me," the hai-py-throated glutton cries, 
" In a large dish, a mullet's largest size : " 
Descend, ye southern winds, propitious haste. 
And dress his dainties for this man of taste. 
And yet it needs not ; for when such excess 
Shall his o'er-jaded appetite oppress, 
The new-caught turbot'a tainted ere he eat. 
And bitter herbs are a delicious treat. 

But still some aneieut poverty remains ; 
The egg, — the olive yet a place maintains 
At great men's tables ; nor, till late, the fame 
Of a whole sturgeon damned a prtetor's name. 

Did ocean then a smaller tiirbot yield ? 
The towering stork did once in safety build • 
Her airy nest, nor was the turbot caught 
Till your great prtetor better precepts taught. 



* The Btorks built their nests in safety, until the time ol Auguatui. 
AainiUEi Sempronius, or, Recording to others, Rutilius Itnfus, wheti Mn- 
didatcB for the prtetorship, entertained tLe people with a dieh of storfai. 
But the people revenged tie death of the poor biriis, by refusing thft 
prffitorship to their murderer. From tliia refiisiil the poet pleasantly 
calls him piielor. — Torr. 
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Tell them, that roasted cormorants are a feast, 
Our docile youth obey the man of taste ; 
But sage Ofellua marks a decent mean 
A sordid, and a frugal meal between ; 
For a profuse expense in vain you shun 
If into sordid avarice you run. 

Avidienus, who by public fame 
Was called " the dog," and merited the name. 
Wild cornels, olives five years' old, devoured ; 
Nor, till his wine was turned, his pure libations poured. 
When robed in white he marked with festal mirth 
His day of marriage, or his hour of birth. 
From his one bottle, of some two pounds weight. 
With oil, of execrable stench, replete, 
With his own hand he dropped his cabbage o'er, 
But spared his oldest vinegar no more. 

How shall the wise decide, thus urged between 
The proverb's ravening wolf, and dog obscene ? 
Let him avoid the equal wretchedness 
Of sordid filth, or prodigal excess ; 
Nor his poor slaves hke old Albucius rate. 
When he gives oi-ders for some curious ti'eat : 
Nor yet like Nffivius, carelessly unclean, 
His guests with greasy water entertain. 

This too is vile. Now mark, what blessings flow 
From temperate meals ; and first they can bestow 
That prime of blessings, health : for you'll confess 
That various meats the stomach must oppress. 
If you reflect how light, how well you were 
When plain and simple was your cheerful fare ; 
But roast, and boiled, when you promiscuous eat, 
When fowl and shell-fish in confusion meet. 
Sweets, turned to choler, with cold phlegm engage, 
And civil war in the racked stomach wage. 
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Behold how pale the anted guests arise 
From suppers, puzzled with varieties ! 
The body too, with yesterday's excess 
Biirthened and tired, shitll the pure soul depress ; 
Weigh down this portioD of celestial birth. 
This breath of god, and fix it to the earth. 

Who down to sleep from a short supper lies, 
Can to the next day's business vigorous rise, 
Or jovial wander (when the circling year 
Brings back some festal day) to better cheer ; 
Or when his Wasted strength he would restore. 
When years approach, and age's feeble hour 
A softer treatment claim. But if in prime 
Of youth and health you take before your time 
The luxuries of life, where is their aid 
When age or sickness shall your strength invade ? 

Our fathers loved (and yet they had a nose) 
A tainted boar ; but I believe they chose 
The mouldy fragments with A friend to eat. 
Bather than eat it whole themselves, and sweet. 
Oh ! that the earth, when vigorous and young, 
Had home me this heroic race among ! 

Do you the voice of fame with pleasure hear ? 
(Sweeter than verse it charms the human ear ;) 
Behold, what infamy and ruin rise 
From a large dish, where the large turbot lies ; 
Your friends, your neighbours, all your folly hate. 
You hate yourself, in vain, and curse your fate, 
When, though you wish for death, you want the pelf 
To purchase even a rope to hang yourself. 

" These precepts well may wretched Trausius rate ; 
But why to me ? So large is my estate. 
And such an ample revenue it brings 
To satiate even the avarice of kings." 
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Then why not better use tliis proud excess 

Of worthless wealth ? Why lives in deep diatresa 

A man unworthy to be poor, or why 

The temples of the gods in ruins lie ? 

Why not of such a massy treasure spare 

To thy deal" counti-y, wretch, a moderate share ? 

Shalt tliou alone no change of fortune know ? 

Thou future laughter to thy deadliest foe ! 

But who, with conscious spirit self-secure, 
A change of fortune better shall endure ? 
He, who with such variety of food 
Pampers his passions, and inflames his blood ; 
Or he, contented with his little store. 
And wisely cautious of the future hour, 
Who in the time of peace with prudent care 
Shall for th' extremities of war prepare ? 

But, deeper to impress this useful truth, 
I knew the sage Ofellus in my youth, 
Living, when wealthy, at no larger rate 
Than in his present more contracted state. 
I saw the hardy hireling till the ground 
(*Twas once his own estate),* and while ai'ound 
His cattle grazed, and children listening stood, 
The cheerful swain bis pleasing tale pursued. 

" On working days I had no idle treat. 
But a smoked leg of pork and greens I eat ; 
Yet when arrived some long-expected guest, 
Or rainy weather gave an hour of rest. 



It aeonis to have been custoninjy in the i!aae of the inetoii agri — 

[ the lands taken liy conliacatiou from tbe former possessors to be dis- 

' tribnted in meaaartd cunpattmeuta to tba voteran soldiara of Rome, to 

BOQer tbe former occapiers to supeimtead and assist in the caltivatian, 

tuid render tut tuu^onnt of tbe net praecsds to tbe new proi)rietars. — 
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If a kind neighbour then a visit paid, 
An entertainment more profiiae 1 made ; 
Though with a kid or pullet well content, 
Ne'er for luxurious fish to Rome I sent j 
With nuts and figs I crowned the cheerful boardj 
The largest that the season could afford. 
The social glass went round with cheerfiilneas, 
.\nd our sole rule was to avoid excess. 
Our due libations were to Ceres paid, 
To bless our coitij aud fill the rising blade, 
While the gay wine dispelled each anxious care. 
And smoothed the wrinkled forehead too severe. 
" Let Fortune rage, and new disorders make. 
From such a hfe how little can she take ? 
Or have we lived at a more frugal rate 
Since this new stranger seized on our estate ? 
Nature will no perpetual heir assign. 
Or make the farm his property or mine. 
He turned us out : but folhes all his own, 
Or lawsuits, and their knaveries unknown; 
Or, all his follies and his lawsuits passed. 
Some long-Hved heir shall tiu'u him out at last. 
The farm, once mine, now bears Umbrenus' name 
The use alone, not property we claim ; 
Then be not with jom' present lot depressed. 
And meet the future with undaunted breast." 
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IN THE FORM OF A DIALOGUE BET^\^EN 
HORACE AND DAMASIPPUS.* 

" iS& raro scribis, ut toto non quater anno." 
" So seldom now you court the Muse, I hear. 
You call for parchment scarcely thrice a year ; 
On dull revisal while yon waste your pow'rs, 
And, sleep or wine engrossing all your hours, 
Vexed with yourself you peevishly complain 
That you can hammer out no living strain. 
How now ! from Saturn's revels you withdrew, 
Ab one resolved to carol something new. 
Here then, all sober, keep yonr promise ; come, 
Begin, compose — Alas ! you still ore dumb. 
In vain you curse the pen, and in a rage 
Pour your resentment on the luckless page. 
Poor innocents ! regardless of their worth 
Sure Gods and Poets frowned upon their birth. 
Methoaght your looks bespoke some wondrous feat 
If e'er you reached your villa's snug retreat. 
Why else, as if to indulge a studious fit, 
Heap Plato's wisdom on Menander's wit ? 
"Why take Archilochus, a goodly load. 
With EupoHs, companions on the road? 
Think you the wrath of envy to appease, 
By quitting virtue for inglorious ease ? 
Poor wretch ! contempts awaits you. Scorn the smiles 
Of Siren Sloth and her insidious wiles, — 
Or tamely forfeit all your claim to praise. 
The meed of toil and fruits of better days." 

culpti 
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— Your counsel, Damasippus, I must own, 

la just : And for the wisdom you have shown 

Heaven send you a good barber !* — But pniy tell. 

How wist you me and my concerns so well ? 

— " Learn, since the Forum saw by sad neglect 

My fortunes all on Usury's quicksands wrecked, 

From that time forward I devote my cares 

{Reft of my own) to other men's affairs. 

For late my sole ambition was to amass 

Not current gold, but rare Corinthian brass ; 

Proud if I chanced with some old vase to meet 

In which sly Sisyphus bad bathed bis feet. 

Oft I pronounced in all the pride of taste 

This rudely sculptured, and that coai'sely cast ; 

Would name the price with connoisseur-like air 

To here a husto, a relievo there ; 

Or cheapened mansions, parka, and pleasure-grounds, 

And many bargains bought for many pounds, 

The auction-hunters, when they met me, smiled 

And pointing cried — See Mercury's favoured child I " 

— I know the mania you so long endured. 

And wonder by what process you were cured. 

■ — " The old distemper to a new gave place ; 

And this, you know, is no uncommon case : 

One patient finds his pleurisy depart 

Or bead-ache, but to settle at the heart; 

That, cured of lethargy, turns pugilist 

And at the frightened doctor darts his fist." 

— " Go to, pray Heaven your frenzy be not such ! " 

" Softly, good sir ! presume not quite so much: 

For if there's ti'utb in wise Stertinius' t rules. 
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You and the world are madmen all and fools. 

From his pui-e lips with wondrous wisdom fraught 

My eager ear some golden precepts caught, 

What time my guardian geniua he appeared, 

Bade me to nurse this sapient length of beard, 

From the Fabriciaa hridge my steps withdi'ew. 

And opened scenes of comfort to ray view. 

WUd in despair, with muffled head* I stood, 

Prepared to plunge into the roaring flood, 

When up he came in time of greatest need, 

And " Hold ! " he cried, " forbear the dreadful deed : 

Emancipate thy mind from this false shame, 

Nor sJirink 'midst madmen from a madman's name ; 

For be it first inquired, to make all plain, 

Wliat madness is, and who are the insane. 

If this be found in you and none beside, 

I'm dumb — go, perish nobly in the tide ! 

The man whom ignorance warps and passions blind, 

Hiui have Cbrysippus and the Porch defined 

A madman. Mark, the rule embraces you. 

Kings, Commons, all — except the favoured few. 

Hear now why those who proudly call you mad. 

In reason's view are every wit as had. 

As, when bewildered in a wood by night, 

This trav'IIer takes the left and that the right, 

Each strays, though in a different path be strays, 

Mocked by the self-same error various ways, — 

So it is here ; and he that laughs at you 

May wear the cap ; for he is crack-brained too. 

See Mania in a thousand forms appear ! 
One fears where there exists no cause for fear, 
And in an open field complains he sees 
His path opposed by rivers, rocks, and trees, 

riioae who devoted UiBiBSelves to death covered tlio head. 
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Auotlier mnniac of a different turn 
Will rush where torrents roll and i'Etnas burn. 
Warned bv a mother' a, sister's, consort's car© — 
" Here jawns a gulf, here frowns a rock ; beware 1 ' 
He's deaf aa di'iiuken Fufius in the play 
Who snored the part of slnmbering Hecuba, 
While, backed by thousands, Polydorus* bawls — 
" Awake, dear mother ! 'tia thy son that calls." 

Alike to wisdom's eye through all mankind 
Prevails some sti'ange obUquity of mind. 
With his last sous poor Damasippus buys 
Statues and busts — and here his madness lies. 
But is his creditor of mind quite sound 
Whose loans return him sixpence in the pound? 
Suppose one says, " Take this nor e'er repay ; " 
Are you forsooth a madman who obey ? 
Call him the madman ratlier, who pretends 
To spurn the prize propitious Mercury sends. 

Ten drawn on Nerius ; sign the loan with speed ; 
"Tis not enough— down with the bond and deed : 
A thousand parchments let Cieuta draw. 
Skilled to tie fast each knotty noose of law. 
Though chains of adamant the wretch enthrall, 
This cursed Proteus -deb tor bursts them all ; 
Laughs in his sleeve when dragged to court, and see 
He turns at will to bear, bird, rock, or tree I 
No more — if to o'erstep self-interest's bound 
Be mad, while caution proves the reason sound, 
Strong in his breast the flames of frenzy bum 
Who lends his money never to return. 

* Fufius was an actor who plnyed the piirt of llione, and waa bl . 
posed to be asleep when ths chost o( her son PolyJore c^led her. 
The actor, who waa intoxicateu, sltipt in reality too sonndly to awako, 
and the amnsed andienca joined in the cry, "Dear mother, hear n 
Uttered bj Poljdote.— /Van™. 
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Haste and adjust the mantle's decent fold. 
All ye that madden with the thirst of golJ, — 
TpVhose bosoms kindle with ambition's fires, — 
AVhose blood ferments with lechery's wild desires, — 
Whom Buperstition'a slavish fear molests, — - 
In short, whatever frenzy racks yoiir breasts, 
Approach in ranks, be patient if you can, 
And hear me prove you maniacs to a man ! 

The miser first : none wants a keeper more 
Or asks a stronger dose of hellebore. 
By wisdom's rules I know not if to such 
A whole Anticyra's * produce were too much. 
Staberius willed, to make his riches known, 
Their sum should be engraved upon his stoue : 
Hia heirs, in case of failure, to engage 
Two hundred champions for the pubhc stage, 
Besides a one-year's Libyan crop of grain, 
With such a feast as Arrius should ordain. 
" Wliether I formed my judgment well or ill, 
Such was my pleasiu'e ; who dare thwart my will ? ' 
Such haply was the plea which weighed with him. 
But would you learn the motive for this whim ? 
'Twas this : he thought no sin like being poor ; 
Through all hia life he dreaded notliing more ; 
And would no doubt have blushed for his excess, 
If he had died worth but one farthing less. 
All things in his esteem — fame, virtue, health, 
Human and heavenly^bow to blessed wealth : 
He that ia rich, in every trade has skill, — 
Is brave, just, wise, aye monarch, — what you will. 



" Famoufl fur prodiifing huliebore, which waa believed ti 
fcir madness. Tfaero were three towns of this nune in C 
one litre meimt was ailnnted sonth of PbocU. 
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Such was his creed ; with him the road to praise 
Was wealth, and therefore weulth he strove to raia»- 

How different, Aristippus ! your commands 
When with your slaves you traversed AMc's sands ! 
Finding their freight of gold begat delay, 
You bade them fling the cumbrous ore away. 
Which was the gi-eater madman ? some will ask : 
The problem is a nice, but needless task : 
Extremes but puzzle tlie dispute ; for who 
Can hope to solve old doubts by stai'ting new ? 

If one devoid of ear or taste sliould buy 
A hundi'ed harps and pile them up on high ; 
Or treasure many a last and paring-knife. 
Who never botched a shoe in all his life ; 
Or sails, who took in sailing no delight ; — 
The world would stamp him mad, and well they might. 
Now point me out the difference, if you can. 
Between these downiight maniacs and the man 
Who heaps, but dare not use, his darling ore, 
And deems it sacrilege to touch the store. 
If near a heap of com one takes his stand, 
Couched like a watchlul dragon, club in hand. 
Yet feeding upon bitter herbs is fain 
Sooner to starve than touch a single grain ; — 
If old Falera and Chian fifty tier — 
Nay fifty thousand — in his vaults appear, 
Yet loath to violate a single jar 
He sips the dregs of ropy vinegar ; — 
If in his eightieth year, when nature's law 
Indulgenee claims, he seeks Ins bed of straw. 
Though rich in sumptuous quilts, which left a prey 
To moths and worms within his chests decay : — 
Perhaps he's tliought a madman but by few : 
Why ? but because the rest are madmen too ? 




Oo, graceless dotard ! watch thy hoarded t 
That some sly freedman or wild son of thine, 
When thy old hones are mouldering in the grave, 
May drink it out and laugh at him that gave t 
'Tib penury, I fear, methinks you say ; 
I Go, count how trifling were the charge per day 
Upon your herbs some sweeter oil to shed 
And give some unguents to that squalid head. 
If such a pittance can your wants supplj-, 
"Why, madman ! break your oath and cheat and lie ? 
Should you begin the passing crowd to stone 
And kill the slaves by purchase made your own, 
The very rabble whom you chanced to meet 
Would hoot you for a madman through the street. 
And are you sane forsooth, who hang your wife 
And drug the bowl against a mother's life ? 
What though the deed was not at Argoa done ? 
What though you ne'er, like Clytemnestra's son. 
Applied the poniard ? — Idle pleas and vain ! 
Think you 'twas matricide first turned hia brain ? 
Or that his soul was not with fiends possest 
Long ere his sword had pierced a mother's breast? 
We hear not that Orestes from the time 
They deemed him mad, dared any heinous crime. 
Against Electra did he e'er offend, 
Or lift the sword against his feithful friend ? 
No — her he only as a tieud addrest, 
And bim what wild delirium might suggest. 

Opimius, poor amid his hoarded coin, 
Who quaffed on common days the lees of wine, 
And thought it much on festivals to share 
Small Veian tiff from cheap Campanian ware, 
I So deep a lethargy once chanced to seize 
I That his glad heir assailed the chests and keys. 
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The doctor, an expert and akilful man, 
To rouse his patient tiied the following plan : 
Large bags of gold were emptied ou the floor, 
And friends employed to some and count it o'er. 
All things prepared, he raised the sick man's head, 
And pointing where the glittering heaps were spread, 
" Arise," he cried ; " your greedy heir will take 
All your effects, iMiless you watch and wake, 
Iiook, they commence their plunder even now ! " — 
" What, ere I die ! " — " Then wake and live." — " But 

how ? "■— 
" Your fainting stomach needs some strength'niiig 

food ; 
Take this Elixir — come, 'twill do you good." — 
" First tell me what it cost ? " — " The price is small." 
" How much, I ask ? " — " One shilling ; that is all." 
" A shilling ! 'sdeath, if ruin must ensue, 
Whut matter if by theft, disease, or you ? " 

Who then is sane ? The man from folly free. 
And what's the miser ? none so mad as he. 
If not a miser, am I straightway sane ? 
Fai- fi'om it. — Why, great stoic ? — I'll explEiin. 
Craterns declares Ms patient free from gout : 
Is he then hearty ? can he walk about ? 
No, he will answer ; for there yet remains 
A sharp distemper in the side and reins. i 

You neither cheat nor hoard ; so far you shine : • 
Slay to your favouring household- gods a swine [ i 
But do you thirst for place and power ? — Away, 
Steer for Anticyra without delay : 
For whether to the mob you fling your pelf 
Or hoard it, where's the difference to yourself? 

Oppidius of Canusium, his estate 
(A large one, reckoning by the antique I'ate) 
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Between two sons resolving to divide. 

Summoned and thus addrest them ere he died. 

" Long since, my cliildi-en, when ye both were boys, 

I marked the different treatment of your toys. 

Yours, Aolus ! scattered and neglected lay. 

Were often given and sometimes thrown 

"While you, Tiberius ! of severer mood 

Counted and hid tliera up where'er you could. 

Observing this I feared — nay, still I fear — 

Lest various frenzies should in both appear ; 

Lest you the vile example should pursue 

Of Nomentanus — of Cienta you. 

Conjured, then, by our household-gods, beware, 

As ye regard a dying father's prayer, 

You of enlarging, you of making less — 

By sordid avarice or by wild excess — 

What seems sufficient in your father's eyes, 

What sense approves and nature justifies. 

But, lest ambition lure you to the great, 

Hear on what terms I leave you my estate : 

Whichever of the twain is jEdile first 

Or Pfffitor, be he outlawed and accurst ! " 

Yainglorioua fool, thus to consume tby means 
In scattering largesses of peas and beans, 
All for a brazen bust and gaudy train. 
Stripped of thy house, thy chattels, and domain, — 
Thinking forsooth Agrippa's praise to win, 
A would-be lion, though an ass within ! 

Whence, Agamemnon, does this order spring 
That Ajax lie untombed ? — -" Obey your king 1 " — 
Enough; I'm but your subject ; and submit. 
" Nay, more — we think our edict just and fit : 
Yet, if there be to whom it seems severe. 
Let him allege his reasons ; we will bear." 
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" Great Chief, may heaven Touchsafe thee to destroyl 

And quit in safety the proud walls of Troy 1 

Fain would I put some questions, if I may, 

With leave to answer." — " Say what ihou woidd'st say, ' 

" Why does brave Ajax, who for Greece has won 

Such laurels, second but to Pcleiis' son, 

Rot uninterred ? what triumph will it be 

To Priam and his people, when they see 

That hero robbed of funeral rites, by whom 

So many youth of theirs have lost a tomb t " 

" Upon our flocks with frantic rage he flew, 

And dealing slaughter thought 'twas us he slew. 

Here fell myself — here lay Ulysses gored — 

There Menelaus reeked beneath his sword." 

" When you at Aulis to the altar led 

Iphigenia in a heifer's stead, 

Sprinkled upon her brow the salted meal, 

And to her throat applied the ruthless steel. 

What shall we say ? Was he with frenzy wild. 

And are you sane who sacrifice your child ? 

But after all what barm did Ajas do ? 

He killed the sheep and oxen, it is true : 

He cursed the two Atridte ; but his wife 

And son — he would not hurt them for his life. 

He spared his Teucer ; and his deadliest foe 

Felt but in effigy the vengeful blow." 

— " I, when Diana's wrath, as Calchas swore. 

Detained our barks upon the Grecian shore, 

To gain a passage through the stormy flood. 

Strove wisely to propitiate Heaven with blood," 

—Aye, whose, rash madman 1 but thine own ? reply. 

— " My own, I grant ; — as madman, I deny." — 

He to whose view bewildering passion flings 
False colours and distorts the form of things, 
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(Whether from rnge or folly, 'tis the same) 
Is frantic, and deserves a madman's name. 
"Was Ajax mad, who what he did scarce knew, 
And in his mood the harralesa cattle slew ? 
And, when for empty title's sake yon sin, 
Basely deliberate, ia all sound within ? 
Does no insaneness in that breast reside 
Wbich pants for sovereignty and swells with pride ? 
What if some wight should take it in his head 
To pet a lambkin in a daughter's stead, — 
Trinkets, fine clothes, and tiring-maids provide. 
And destine her some noble lordling's bride ; — 
Sti-aight hia incompetence the law declares 
And names trustees to manage his affairs. 
Eeverse the picture now, and say that one 
Slays for a lamb his ybild, as you have done : 
What shall we call it ? — Madness, to be sure, 
And such a madness as admits no cure. 
For trust this maxim : In whatever mind 
Reigns folly, there, too, madness sits enshi'ined. 
Frenzy and vice are in effect the same ; 
And whoso fondly hunts the bubble Fame, 
Him have ten thousand foi-ies captive led 
And grim Bellona thundered round his head. 
Now turn your eye to the voluptuous race ; 
Give Luxury and Nomentanus chase ; 
And mai'k if scanned by reason's sober rule 
The spendthiift be not mad ; the rake a fool. 
Yon stripling, having dropped the filial tear. 
Steps into some ten thousand pounds a j'eai-. 
What does he first ? — He puts Ids edict out, 
That fishmongers and fniiterers, coute que coute, — 
That all who vend perfumes, choice birds, choice mea 
With aU the riff-raff of the Tuscan street, 
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Buffnons, pimps, poulteroi's, to his hall repair. 
And wlitit ensued, when tliey aBsembled there ? 
Silence proflaimed, amid the full divan, 
The pimp arose, aud risiug thus began : 
" W'Lute'er belongs to me— wLate'er to these — 
Is yours to-day, to-morrow, when you please," 
Then did the youth thus graciously reply : 
"Friends, you pro\'ide me all that gold etiu buy ; 
You booted bunt Oie midnight forest o'er, 
That I may eup on a dehcious boar : 
You swoop the fislics from the wintiy sea, 
And of your perils bring the fruits to me : 
I neither need nor merit tliia vast store ; 
Here, take this hundred — you this hundred more. 
A triple share to you, dear sir, must fall 
"Whose spouse at midnight listens to my call." 

iEsopns' " son drew from Metella's ear 
That pearl for which he erst had paid so dear, 
And in a vinegar solution quaffed 
A cool ten-thousand pieces at one draught. 
Could he have shown a mind more past all cure. 
Had he consigned it to the public sewer ? 

The eons of Arrius too, a jovial jialr, 
Besolved on dainties no expense to spare, 
Twins in debauch, frivolity, and vice, 
Luncheoned on nightingales of monstrous price. 
How shall we mark all such ? with blackening coal. 
As fools and mad — or chalk them sound and whole ?| 

To yoke a team of mice, build huts of sod, 
Ride on a switch, and play at ev'n-and-odd, — 
All this if one should do with bearded chin. 
Few would deny that madness lurked within. 
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Say now — if sobei- argument shall prove 
These freaks not half so childish as tu love, 
{No matter whether on tlie play-gi-ouud rolled 
You gambol ns yon did when tour years old, 
Or for a jilt with foolish tremora quake 
And whine and whimper for a harlot's sake) 
Would you, like Polemo* reclaimed, lay by 
Each tell-tale badge of the mind's malady ? 
And, as he reeliing from debauch, 'tis said, 
Drew one by one the garlands from his head, 
;ung by the sober sage's keen rebuff, 
'ould you too doff the tippet, swathe, and mutf? 
Offer the wayward child a plum ; 'tis still 
I won't : " withhold it, and he cries, " I ivill." 
And is the doting lover less a child, 
Who ponders, fi-om his mistress' gate exiled, 
"Whether to go or not, where he were sure 
To go uncalled, nor quits the hated door ? 
— " What," sighs the youth ; — " and can I still refuse 
When of herself she sends for me and siies ? 
Or shall I boMly close at once my pain ? 
She shut me out — she summons me again j 
And can I after tliia return ? oh no, 
Not though she beg me on her knees to go ! " 
Now hear the slave, how well the trutli he hits ; 
" Master, that thing which in itself admits 
Nor mean nor method, we attempt in vain 
By method and by counsel to restrain. 
In Love arc all these ills — alternate wars 
And peace, suspicions, jealousies, and jars : 
These random lits, these ever-flitting forms. 
Vague and inconstant as the wiiids and storms. 
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Who thinks to moderate, were iii> less a fool 
"I'liau he that should attempt to rave hj- rule." 

Wliat — are /^ia intellects correct and clcur. 
Who, picking out the kernels of a pear,* 
H:iils it an omen of Buccess iu love, 
K chance one hit the ceiling's height above ? 
When, bent with years, you clip each tender word, 
Alt sane ? or wliether were it more absurd 
With that bald pate to ape an amoious itch 
And lisp out love, — or ride upon a switch ? 

Nor is this all : Hence darker evils flow, 
And what began in folly, ends Ijj woe : 
Oft has suspicion the fond bosom gored 
And tempered at love's flame the vengeful sword. 
\\Tien Marius plunged the knife in Hellas' breast. 
Then leaped down headlong, was he not possest? 
Or else acquitted of disordered sense, 
Shall he be guilty found of sin prepense ? 
Say 'twas in malice or in madness done, 
The terms are tantamount — the thing is one. 

I knew a freedman once, advanced in age. 
Who went, by way of morning pilgrimage, 
With cleaii-naslied hands to mn from street to street, ' 
Bowed to each statue that he chanced to meet, 
And paying in due form his vows, would cry — 
" Grant me, ye gods all-powerful, ne'er to die 1 "— 
This fellow one might warrant wind and limb, 
Not thick of heai'ing nor of eye-sight rliin ; 
His brain no master but an arrant knave 
Would scruple to except, if sold a slave. 
Such too must class, by wise Chrysippus' niles, 
With thee, Menenius ! and thy fellow-fools. 

■ A Piceniati upplE in the originaL This love-teat exiats stl 
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" O Jove ! " the mother cries, whose sole employ 
For five long months lias been to nurse her boy, 
" Jove ! wlio, as thy sovereign will may please, 
Inflictest anguifih or reliev'st disease, 
If to these weeping eyes thou giv'st to see 
My lingering little-oue from ague fi'ee, 
On the fii'st solemn fasts thy priests command 
Chin-deep in Tiber's current he shall stand." 
Should chance or med'cine's aid prolong tiia breath 
And snatch her fosterling from the jaws of death. 
Bare on the river's brink she makes him sit, 
Then pulls him in, renews his ague-6t. 
And stamps his doom.— What mania have we here ? 
"What but the frenzy of religious fear ? 

So spake the sage Stertinius good and great. 
The eighth wise man and wisest of the eight ; 
Such ai-ms in self-defence he lade me wield, 
And drive each rude assailant £i-om the field. 
Who calls me mad, now hears as much in turn ; 
And he, that taxes me, perchance may leai'u, 
To his own gi'osser faults no longer blind, 
To mark the wallet pendent fi'om behind.* 

" stoic ! 90 may future luck befriend 
Your bargains, and your shattered fortunes mend ! 
Since you have clearly proved that all men's minds 
Are touched, and folly is of various kinds. 
Say which of all its species racks my brain ? 
For 'faith I aeem not to myself insane." 
— "Nor did the mad Agave,! when she bore 
Her own son's head and eyed the dripping gore. 

■ The fabla saj'a thnt Jupiter tlirew o\ 
mortal two bngfl ; the faults of liia noighboi 
front of liim, Ilia own behind lii in. — Franai 

t The mother of Penthcua, who ia bacchniialiflii fieii»y ton]; lier si 
for a wild 1>eaat and killed him. 
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— " Come then, I graut the justke of your rule, 
And will most humbly own myself a fool, — 
Nay, madman too. Say only of what turn 
You think my madnesa is '? " " Attend and leam. 
First then you build .- in other words, you vie 
With giants, tho' you stand scarce thi-ee feet high. 
You amile, when Torbo on the atnf^e is seen, 
At his small stature and commnmUng mien: 
But is he more ridiculous than you, 
When, whatsoe'er you see Mfflcenas do, 
Forthwith, regardless of your pigmy fi^me. 
You think that Horace too must do the same I 

A mother frog, 'tis said, in quest of food 
Had roamed abroad and left her infant biood : 
An ox came by and crushed them all but one. 
Who told his weeping mother what was done, — 
How a stupendous monster huge and tall 
Had trfxMen on the rest and killed them all. 
Then puffing both her sides, ' I>'ye tliink,' said she, 
'Twas big as this ? ' — ' Aye, bigger far,' quoth he. 
' What, big as this "? ' — 'Nay, mother, cease,' he crieaj 
' Strain till you burst, you'll never reach his size.' 

This fiible pictures to tlie life the state 
Of little folk, like you, thnt ape the great. 
Add to these symptoms that most strange desire 
For scribbling verse — add oil, that is, to fire : " 
For when was poet known that had his wits ? — 
— "Hold, hold " — I mention not yom' raving fits. 
That horrid aptitude to fiimc and fret — 
— " Good Damasippus, have you not done yet ? " — 
— " Your style of living far above your sphere — 
— " Pray, saucy stoic, cease to interfere 
In my concerns." — " And then your lewd excess " 
— spare, thou greater madman, spai-e a less I 

Howes. 
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I IN THE FORM OF A DIALOGUE BETWEEN 
HOllACE AND CATIUS. 

" Viidf. et quo Catius .* " 

Haii, Catiiia t whence and whither now so fast ? — 
" Prithee excuse me ; I'm in urgent haste 
To note d.o\ni precepts wliich the Samian sage, 
The tongue of Socrates, and Plato's page 
Ne'er equalled." — Marry, I confess my crime 
To interrupt you at this awkward time. 
Yet stay, indulge my thirst of ciirious lore : 
What now escapes, I'eflection will restore ; 
For, be the system relative to art 
Or nature, you have always both by henrt. 
r — " But then I'd fain substantiate, ere 'tia fled, 
■ This skein of docti-iae spun of slenderest thread." 
i —" And who is he from whom the doctrine came ? 
Iloman or sojourner ? and what's his name ? " 
— " Go to — I'll try and tell you, if I can, 
The roles themselves : no matter for the man. 

The long-shaped eggs should be preferred to round : 
Their juice is richer, and they more abound 
In nutriment. This rule will never fail, 

tFor they inclose the embryo of the male. 
The cabbage grown in dry and upland fields 
Is sweeter far than what the suburb yields. 
Here none but plants of washy taste are had : 
Irriguous ground for all this tribe is bad. 

Should you receive an imexpected guest. 
And fresh-killed fowl be all you have, 'twere best 
Souse it alive in mixed Falernian wine : 
This makes the flesh eat tender, rich, and finer 



361 



THE SATIHBS Of SO&ACB. 



Prefer those mushrooms that in pastures spring : 
To swallow others is a dangerous thing. 

I warrant he shall seldom sickness feel 
Who with ripe mulb'ries ends his morning meal : 
But then they must be gathered, to be sweet, 
Ere tlie sun sheds his full meridian heat 

Aufidius for his morning beverage used 
Honey in strong Faleraian wine infused ; 
But here methinks he showed his want of brains : 
Drink less austere best suits the empty veins. 
And he with greater prudence will proceed 
Who wets hia wizzard first with lenient mead. 
If nature lingere, in one mess combine 
Dwarf-sorrel, muscles, and white Coan wine ; 
To the clogged stomach 'twill restore its play 
And wash the crude obstructions clean away. 
Shell-fish afford a lubricating slime ! 
But then you must observe both place and time. 
They're caught the finest when the moon is new ; 
The Lucrine far excel the Baian too. 
Misenum shines in cray-fiah ; Circe most 
In oysters ; scollops let Tarentura boast. 

The culinarj' critic first should leam 
Each nicer shade of flavour to discern : 
To sweep the fish-stalls is mere show at best, 
Unless you know bow each thing should be drest ; 
And what if roasted — what if stewed aright 
Eallies the stomach and renews the fight. 

Let boars of Umbrian game replete with mast, 
If game delight you, crown tlie rich repast : 
Those of Laurentian breed, whose only food 
Ai'e sedge and rushes, are not half so good. 
The vine-fed gazel small enjoyment brings : 
The wise in pregnant hai-es prefer the winga. 
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To con the wortti and age of fish and bird. 
Ere I explained it, was an ai't ne'er heard. 
Some waste their genius upon paste alone, 
As if one virtue would all faults atone : 
Others in choice of wines place all their pride. 
Indifferent in what oil their fish ia fried. 
■ Expose to a clear sky your Massic wine ; 
Whate'er waa thick the night-air will refine. 
Unpleasant odoui's too will thus be cliased : 
But straining it through hnen mars the taste. 
"Whoe'er, its strength and spirit to increase, 
Pours his Surrentine o'er Falernian lees, 
Should clarify the mass with pigeons' eggs, 
Which in their fall precipitate the dregs. 
Baked shrimps and cockles o'er the furnace drest 
Serve to recruit the satiated guest. 
But lettuce after many a bumper glass 
Floats on the stomach and corrodes the mass. 
Chuse rather ham or chitterlings or aught 
That reeking from the Tavern-fire is brought. 

The compound sauce demands your nicest care. 
Mixed up with oil, rich wine, and caviare : 
But be it of no other sort than that 
Long since distilled from a Byzantine vat. 
With shredded herbs and saf&'on let it boil. 
And when it cools, pour in Venafrian oil. 
Tiburtine pears to Picene yield in juice, i 

In look superior, but leas fit for use. I 

For grapes Venaculan big jars provide. 
But dry the Alban at your chimney's side. 
This grape with apples, brine, and Coan lees, 
' ' dd salt and sifted pepper, if you please^ 
Round the main dish in separate plates to strew 
an invention to my genius due. 
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I'ools, having spent a fortune for a fisb, 

Cntuip ita circumference in a scanty dish. 

'Tis apt foul nausi'a in the guest to raise, 

If by a greasy giaas tlie slave betrays 

His lickorisii thefts : nor is the eye less hurt 

To see an antique vase begrimed with dirt. 

How small of sand, brooms, dusters is the price ! 

Yet to o'erlook them what a flagrant vice ! 

Qods ! who would sweep with filthy besom o'er 

The beauties of a tesselated floor ? 

Or who with sense of decency would spread 

An unwashed cover. o'er a purple bed ? 

The less expeose and pains such trifles claim, 

To disregard them is the greater shame : 

Some comforts nought hut wealth commands ; but these 

Are such as all can compass if they please." 

K. " Good Catius ! let me by the gods, I pray, 
Hear this professor, be he who he may. 
For though you have his lectures at command. 
Yet through your moiith it comes hut second-hand. 
Besides there's something in his look, his air, 
Far more than yon that know him are aware. 
I, by the love of sacred science led, 
Would quaff her waters at the fountain-head." 

Ho\VES. 



A HUMOROUS DIALOGUE BETWEEN 

ULYSSES AND TIRESIAS. 

"Soc qiioqm Tiresia, prmler narrala pefetiti" 

Ulysses. Besides the precepts, which you gave befoi-c. 

Resolve this question, and I ask no more : 
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Say by what aits and methods I may straiglit 

Repair the ruins of a lost estate. 

How now, Tireaias ? whence tliose leering smiles ? 

Tiresias. Already versed in douhle-dealing wiloa, 
Are you not satisfied to reach again 
Your native land, and view your dear domain ? 

U. How poor and naked I return, behold, 
Unerring prophet, as you first foretold. 
The wooing tribe, in revellings employed, 
My stores have lavished, and my herds destroyed ; 
But high descent and meritorious deeds, 
Unblessed with wealth, are viler than sea-weeds. 

T. Since, to be brief, you shudder at the thought 
Of wont, attend how riches may be caught. 
Suppose a thrush, or any dainty thing 
Be sent to you, despatch it on the wing 
To some rich dotard. What your garden yields, 
The choicest honours of your cultured fields, 
To him be sacrificed, and let him taste, 
Before your gods, the vegetable feast. 
Though he be perjured ; tliough a low-bom knave. 
Stained with fraternal blood, a fugitive slave. 
Yet wait upon him, at his least command, 
And always bid him take the upper hand. 

U. What ; shall Ulysses then obey the call 
Of such a wretch, and give n slave the wall ? 
Not thus at Troy I proved my lofty mind, 
Contending ever with the nobler kind. 

T. Then poverty's your fate. U. And be it bo. 
Let me with soul undaunted undergo 
This loathsome evil, since my valiant li(;nrt 
In greater perils bore a manly part. 
But instant teil me, prophet, how to sen 
Eetnrning wealtli, and pile the splendid 
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T. I told, and t^ll you : you mny safely catch 
The wills i>f dotards, if you wisely watcli ; 
And though one liuiika or two perceive the client, 
Avoid tlie hook, or nibble off tlie bait, 
Lay not aside your golden hope of prey, 
Or drop your art, thougli baftli^ii in your play. 

Should either great or less important suit 
In court become the matter in dispute. 
Espouse the man of prosperous aflaira, 
Pregnant with wealth, if indigent in heirs ; 
Though he should hamper with a wicked cause 
The jnster party, and insult the laws. 
Despite the citizen of better life. 
If clogged with childi-en, or a fmitful wife. 
Accost him thus, (for he with rapture hears 
A title tingling in his tender ears,) 
" Quintus, or Publius,* on my faith depend, 
Your own deserts have rendeied me your liiend : 
I know the mazy doubles of the laws, 
Untie their knots, and plead with vast applause. 
Had you a nut, the villain might as well 
Pluck out my eyes, as rob you of the shell. 
This is the business of my life professed, 
That jou lose nothing, or become a jest." 
Bid him go home, of his swest self take care ; 
Conduct his cause, proceed, and pei"severe. 
Should the red dog-star infant statues split, 
Or fat-paunched Furius in poetic fit 
Bombastic howl ; and, while the tempest blows, 
Bespawl the wintry Alps with hoary snows. 



" A slava waa iio sooner made frea than ha qualified himself irith n 
BonuuiiB, auch aa MarL-us Qiiintns Fubliai, vlixA carri»d a aort ol' 
dignity with it. The Romana snluted pnch otiicr hy liieir si 
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Some person then, who happens to be nigh, 
Shall pull your client by the sleeve, and cry, 
" See with what patience he pursues your ends I 
Was ever man so active for his Mends ? " 
Thus gudgeons daily shall swim io apace, 
And stock yom- fish-ponds with a fresh increase. 

This lesson also well desei-ves your care, 
If any man should have a sickly heii', 
And large estate, lest you yom'self betray 
By making none but hachelors your prey, 
With winning ease the pleasing bane instil. 
In hopes to stand the second in his will ; 
Then if the boy by some disaster hurled, 
Should take his journey to the nether world. 
Your name in full reversion may supply 
The void ; for seldom fails this lucky die. 

If any one desires you to pemse 
His will, be sure you modestly refuse, 
And push it from you ; but obliquely read 
The second clause, and quick run o'er the deed ; 
Observing, whether, to reward your toil. 
You claim the whole, or must divide the spoil. 

A seasoned scrivener, bred in office low. 
Full often dupes, and mocks the gaping crow. 
Thus foiled, Nasica shall become the sport 
Of old CoranuB, while he pays his court. 

U. What ! are you mad, or piu^iosed to propose 
Obscure predictions, to deride my woes ? 

r. son of great Laertes, everything 
Shall come to pass, or never, as I sing ; 
For Phoebus, monarch of tlie tuneful Nine, 
Informs ray sold, and gives me to divine. 

U. But, good Tiresias, if you please, revef 
Wliat means the sequel of that mystic tale. 



270 



TRB SATIHSS OP HORAGM, 



T. ^Vllat time a yoHtli, who shall sublimely tracA 
From famed j^ncas his lieroic race. 
The Parthian's dread, triumphniit shall maintain 
Hie boundless empire over land and main ; 
Nasica, loath to reimburse his coin. 
His blooming daughter shall discreetly join 
To stout Coianus, who shall slily smoke 
The harpy's aim, and turn it to a joke, 
The son-in-law shall gravely give the sii-e 
His witnessed will, and presently desire 
That he would read it : coyly he complies. 
And silent cons it witli attentive eyes ; 
Bat finds, alas ! to him and his forlorn 
No legacy bequeathed — except to mouiii. 

Add to these precepts, if a crafty lass, 
Or freedman manage a delirious ass. 
Be their ally ; their faith applaud, that yon. 
When absent, may receive as much ui lieu ; 
'Tis good to take these outworks to his pelf. 
But beat to storm the citadel itself. 

Writes he vile verses in a frantic vein? 
Augment his madness, and approve the strain • 
Loves he a lass ? then, with a cheerful glee 
Give to his arms youi' own Penelope. 

U. Can you suppose, a dame so chaste, so pure. 
Could e'er be tempted to the guilty lure. 
Whom all the suitoi-a amorously strove. 
In vain, to stagger in her plighted love ? 

T. The youth too spai-mg of their presents come; 
They loved the banquet rather than the dame; 
And thus your prudent, honourable spouse, 
It seems, was faithful to her nuptial vows. 
But had she once indulged the dotard's glee. 
Smacked her old cull, and shared the spoil with thee. 
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She never after could be terrified. 
Sagacious lieagle, from the reeking hide. 

I'll tell a tale, well worthy to be told, 
A fact that happened, and I then was old : 
A hag at Thebes, a wicked one, no doubt, 
Was thus, according to her will, lugged out, 
Stiif to the pile. Upon his naked back 
Her heir sustained the well-anointed pack. 
She, likely, took this crotchet in her head. 
That she might slip, if possible, when dead, 
From him, who trudging through a filthy road. 
Had stuck too closely to the living load. 

Be cautious, therefore, and advance with art. 
Nor sink beneath, nor overact your part. 
A noisy fellow must of course offend 
The Burly temper of a sullen friend : 
Yet be not mute — like Davns in the play, 
"With head inclined, his awful nod obey, 
Creep into favom- : if a ruder gale 
Assault Ids face, admonish hira to veil 
His precious pate. Oppose your shoulders, proud 
To disengage him from the bustling crowd. 
If he loves prating, hang an ear : should lust 
Of empty gloj-y be the blockhead's gust, 
Indulge his eager appetite, and puff 
The growing bladder with inspiring stuff, 
Till he, with hands uplifted to the skies, 
" Enough ! enough ! " in glutted rapture cries. 

When he shall free you from your servile fear. 
And tedious toil ; wl^en brofid awake, you hear, 
" To good Ulysses, my I'ight trusty slave, 
A fourth division of my lands I leave : " 
" Is then (as void of consolation, roar) 
My dearest friend, ni}- Dania uow no more y 
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Where sluill I find another man so just, 
Finn in his love, and fnHliful to his trust?" 
Squeeze out some tears : 'tis fit in such a case 
To cloak your joys beneath a mournful face. 
Though left to your discretionary care, 
Erect a tomb magnificently fair, 
And let your neighbom-B, to proclaim abroad 
Your fame, the pompous funeral applaud. 

If any vassal of the will -compeers, 
With asthma gasping, and advanced in years. 
Should be disposed to purchase house or land, 
Tell him, that he may readily command 
Whatever may to your proportion come. 
And for the value, let blip name the sum. — 
But I ain summoned by the queen of hell 
Back to the shades. Live artful, and farewell. 

Feascis. 



"Hoc erat in volis ; modin agri non ita mof/niis" 
This was of old ray wishes' utmost hound ; — 
A snug estate vrith lionae and garden ground, 
Where a small grove might wave its foliage near 
And a pure spring run bubbling all the year. 
Indulgent Heaven has granted this, and more : 
'Tis well ; no further blessings I implore. 
Great son of Maia, make but to endure 
The boons I have, and stamp their tenure sure ! 

If to no fraud I owe what I possess. 
If by no fault or folly make it less, — 
If from my lips no idle vows escape. 
As, " Oh for yonder nook that mars the sliape 
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Of my domain ! " or, " Oh would chance imfoM 
To tliese blest eyes some secret hoard of gold ! " 
(As he that ploughmg found a treasured store 
And bought the land he tilled for hii-e before) 
If pleased with what is given thy votary lives, 
Nor indisposed to bless the hand that gives : — 
Thus I entreat thee : still vouchsafe to shed 
Thy tutelary influence o'er my head ; 
Increase my cattle, to my flocks be kind, 
And fatten all I have — except my mind ! 
Fled from the city and the city's care 
To breathe on Sabine hills a purer air, 
(Welcome, sweet theme ! than which I ne'er can chuse 
One more congenial to my slip-shod muse) 
Ambition's burthen from my mind I cast. 
And shun the pressm-e of the uoxious blast ; 
Autumn's grim form, that loads the frequent bier 

1 And gluts the gi'ave, remits his terrors here. 

' Thou whom the morning's busy crowd adore I 
Or Janua ! — if that title please thee more^ 
Great Sire, since all mankind, by Heaven's decree, 
Ere they commence their labours, bow to thee, — 
With thee begins my song. — From peaceful home 
To offer bail thou snmmon'st me to Rome, 
" Arise," I hear thee cry — " Begone with speed ; 
Let none anticipate the friendly deed. 
What though the withering north wind acoui-the plain? 
What though bleak winter, fraught with snow and rain, 
Bid the swift day in narrower circles run ? 
'Tis business calls, and business must be done." 

Suppose me then at Rome, in forms express 
Bound to what soon may plunge me in distress : 
Next I've to push my passage through the thror 

I Elbow the slow, and iiTitate the strong. 



S7* 



THE 8ATIRSS OF BORACB. 



" Mndman ! " cries one ainoBg the saucy rout, 
" What brings yon here, aud what are you about ? 
With such officious zeal you rush to greet 
Mieceiias, that you jostle all you meet ! " 
This, I must own, is music to my ear : 
Reproach like this I feel a piide to hear. 

Entering at last Esijuilia's shady gloom, 
Scarce am I ushered to the Levee-room, 
When — Oh, what swarms of dull requests invade, 
Buzz at my ear and tliickr" round my head ! 
" Eoscius to-morrow ere ttie hour of eight 
Begs youi attendance as his advocate." — 
" Your brother clerks hope you'll return to-day 
On business which admits of no delay." — 
Another brings me pai-chments - " Sir, you'll x^lease 1 
To let Mfficenas fix his seal to these." 
Should one with hesitating air reply, 
" Whate'er, Sir, the result may be, I'll try ; " 
" Nay," he rejoms, enforcing his request, 
" Try but in earnest — none can doubt the rest." 

Sev'n rolling years are nearly at an end 
Sijice first Mseceiias bade me be his fiiend, 
So ffli' that on a joui-uey or a ride 
He'd place me in the chariot by his side. 
Join iu light converse, and politely chat 
With air familial* about this and that : 
As, "What's the hour? — Which fencer shows mo^ 

skill? 
Without a cloak the mornings now bite chill : " 
And all such small-talk, as without much pother 
Comes in at one ear and flies out at t'other. 
Envy meanwhile gi'ew louder every day, 
And every hour beheld me more her prey. 
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" Some folks, it seems, are miglity fiiends of late ; 
Together at the bIiowb they're t?te-a-tile ; 
Then at the Tennis-court, 'tis just the same : 
Oh, he's the child of fortune ! " — all exclaim. 

Is somevagae rumour whispered through the street? 
I'm stopped and sifted by each fool I meet. 
" Good sir ! — for you who live so much at court 
Must needs have heard, — what means this odd report 
About the Dacians? " — " Troth, sir," I reply, 
"You're m the secret just as much as I." 
" Ah, how you love to hanter ! would I knew 
One half as much ! " — " Nay, hang me if I do ! " 
" Will Cffisar quarter, pray, hia veteran bands 
On the Sicihan or Italian lands ? " 
If I protest ray ignorance, I then 
Pass for the shyest and most ilose of men ! 

'Mid such distractions doomed to waste the day. 
How often, how devoutly do I pray — 
Dear rural shades, where peace and silence reign, 
Ah, when shall I behold you once again ! 
Wlien studious there the paths of science tread, 
And hold high converse with the mighty dead ? 
Or, indolently sunk in sloth serene. 
Quaff eweet oblivion uf the world's dull scene ? 
When shall the beans, by Samian sage adored, 
With savoury pork and pottage grace my hoard ? 
O halcyon nights ! feasts that never cloy ! — 
Feasts that the gods themselves might taste with joj ! 
When I and mine beside my own loved hearth ; 
Seasoning our simple meal with sober mirth, 
Regale on viands plentiful though plain, 
And leave the remnants to the saucy train ! 
There free from foolish rules, the guests at ease 
Carouse from goblets of what sizp they please : 
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This sips the cup, and th&t without control 
Draws deep potations from the ampler bowl. 

Nor is it long ere subjects of debate 
Are started — not of this or that estate — 
Not of the mansions where the great may dwell, 
Nor whether Lepos dances ill or well ; — 
But other topics of more neai' concern, 
And things which it were misery not to learn : — 
As whether wealth or virtue makes us blest ; 
If friendship spring from love or interest ; 
In what the goods of human life consist ; 
And what the sovereign good that tops the list. 

'Mid such debates friend Servins oft lets TbU 
Some pithy tale in point that charms us all : 
Thus, if one chanced to praise the dear bought bliss I 
Of rich AreUius, sti-aight his tale was this : — 

Once on a time (as ancient legends tell) 
A field-mouse welcomed to bis humble cell 
A mouse from town, old cronies both. Qui' host. 
Though of economy he made much boast, 
Yet, when occasion offered, could unbend, 
And knew with open heart to greet a friend. 
In one word mustering now his choicest fare. 
Wild oats he brought, with many a. hoarded tare. 
Scraps of half-nibbled pork, and raisins sweet ; 
In hopes at least by varying thus the treat 
To tempt the squeamisli palate of the cit, 
AVho sneered contempt and scai'cely touched a bit. 
Not so the master of the mansion ; be. 
Stretched on a stubble couch, devoured with glee 
Coarse chaff and darnel, leaving all the best 
With due politeness to his daintier guest. 

At last the cit, unable to refrain. 
Broke forth, — " I vow, ray friend, it gives me pain 
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To Bee you thus put up with vulgar food, 
Cooped in tlie covert of a shaggy wood. 
Do take my counsel ; quit tliia hideous den, 
Eun up to Town with me, and live with men. 
And, sincL' in every creature upon earth 
Lurk seeds of dissolution from its birth, — 
Since soon or late, however great or small, 
Inexorable Death awaits ua all, — 
Be wise, be happy ; revel while you may, 
And lengthen by enjoyment life's short day." 
Such cogent reasoning who could long oppose ? 
Light bounding out of doors to Town he goes : 
And side by aide they trip, resolved to creep 
Up the town walls when all were fast asleep. 

Now pitchy night had wrapt the world in gloom^ 
When chance conducts them to a lordly dome, 
Where broidered cushions stained witli 'i'yriau dye 
On ivory couches struck the dazzled eye, 
And fragments of the feast of yesterday 
Piled up aloft in tempting baskets lay. 
Placing the peasant on a sumptuous seat. 
Himself cfSciates and prolongs the ti'eat ; 
With busy speed from fish to pastry springs, 
Brings all the best, and tastes it ere he brings. 

The clown exulting in his altered fate 
Lolls like a prince upon his bed of state. 
Thinks of bis former fare with high disdain, 
Koves o'er the feast, aud stulls and swills again. 
When suddenly the doors with thundeiing noise 
Burst open and at once dispel theii' joys : 
Off in a trice each bounces from his chaii*. 
And scampers round the hall he scarce knows wheiefl 
Anon, to add to their alarm, rush in 
Fierce hounds, the wide roof echoing to their din^ 
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Then tliiis the ruslic : " Friend, excuse jny haste ; 
Farewell ! this life may suit a towD-bred taste : 
Remote from danger rntlier let me dwpll 
Cheered with lui acorn in my wild-wood cell I " 

Howes. 
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DIALOGUE \VITH HIS SLAVE. 

L> Fraedotu allowed at tWjl 



" Januludum amculto et rapiens libi dmre servus" 
Daviis. I'll heai- no more, and wil.h impfttience bnmj 
Slave as I am, to answer in my turn ; 
And 3'et I fear — Jlorau: What! Davus, is it you S] 

D. Yes. Davus, su-, the faithful and the true. 
With wit enough no sudden death to fear — 

H. Well, since this jovial season of the year 
Pennita it, and our ancestors ordain. 
No more thy dear impertinence restrain. 

D. Among mankind, while some with steady view \ 
One coQstaait course of darling vice pursue. 
Most others float aloi^ tlie changing tide. 
And now to virtue, now to vice they glide. 
Lo ! from three rings how Priseus plays the light ; 
Now shows his naked hand — the various wight 
With every hour a different habit weai's : 
Now in a palace haughtily appears. 
Then hides him in some vile and filthy place, 
Where a clean slave would blush to show his face. 
Now rakes at home, and now to Athens flies ; 
Intensely studies with the leai-ned and wise. 
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Sure all the gods, who rale this v 
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In deep despite praaided at his birth. 

Old Volanerius, once that man of joke. 
When the just gout bis crippled fingera broke, 

^^t Maintained a slave to gather up the dice, 

^^M So constant was he to his darling vice. 

^^L Yet less a wretch than he, who now maintains 

^^fe A steady course, now drives with looser reins. 

^^H H. Tell me, thou tedious varlet, whither tends 

^^KThis putrid stuff? D. At you direct it bends. 

^^H II, At me, you scoundrel ? D, AVhen with lavish 

^^H praise 

^^v¥ou vaunt the happiness of ancient days, 

Suppose some god should take you at youi- word, 
"Would you not scorn the blessing you implored ? 
Whether not yet convinced, as you pretend, 
Or weak the cause of -virtue to defend ; 
While sinking in the mire you strive, in vain, 
Too deeply plunged, to iree your foot again. 

When you're at Rome, the country has yoi 
A rustic grown, yon vaunt into the skies 
The absent town. Perchance, if uninvited 
To sup abroad, oh ! then you're so delighted 
With your own homely meal, that one would think 
That be, who next engages you to drink, 

^^H Must tie you neck and heels ; you seem so 

^^■nffhen with no bumper-invitation pressed. 

^^H But should Maecenas bid bis poet wait 

^^^ (Great folks, like him, can never sup till late}, 
Sputtering with idle rage the house you rend, 
" Where is my essence ? Rogues, what ! 
attend ? " 
kWhile the buffoons, you promised to 1) 
ISneak off with ciursea — not to be repc 
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Fond of myself, too foiitl, perhaps, 1 seem ; 
I lluow my nose up to a savoury ateam : 
Or folks may call me, careless, idle sot. 
Or say I pledge too oft the other pot : 
But shall the man of deeper vice like you, 
With malice unprovoked my faults pursue. 
Because with specious phrase, and tenna of art. 
You clothe, forsooth, the vices of your heart ? 

What if a greater fool your worship's found, 
Than the poor slave you bouglit for twenty pound ? 
Think not to fright me with that threat'ning air. 
Nay keep your temper, sir, your fingers spare. 
While I the maxims, sage and wise, repeat, 
Taught me by Crispin's porter at his gate. 

Yuu take the yoke, and to the husband's rage 
Your fortune, person, life and fame engage. 
Have you escaped ? Methinka your future care 
Might wisely teach you to avoid the snare. 
No, you with ardour to the danger run, 
And dare a second time to be undone. 
Bepeated slave I What beast, that breaka his chain. 
In love with bondage would return again ? 

But you, it seems, ne'er touch the wedded dame — 
Then, by the son of Jove, I here disclaim 
The uame of thief, when, though with backward eye 
I wisely pass the silver goblet by. 
But take the danger, and the shame away. 
And vagrant Natui-e bounds upon her prey, 
Spuming the reins. But say, shall you pretend 
O'er me to lord it, who can vilely bend 
To each proud master ; to each changing hour 
A very slave ? Not eveu the prfetor'o power, 
With thrice -repeated rites, thy fears control, 
Or vindicate the freedom of thy soul. 
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But as the slave, who lords it e'er the rest, 
Is still a slaye, a master slave at beat, 
So art thou, insolent, by me obeyed ; 
Thou thing of wood and wires, by others played, 

H. Who then is free? D. The wise, who weH 
maintains 
An empire o'er himself: whom neither chains, 
Nor want, nor death, with slavish fear inspire, 
Who boldly answers to hia warm desire. 
Who can ambition's vainest gifts despise, 
Firm in himself who on himself rehes. 
Polished and round, who runs his proper course. 
And breaks misfortune with superior force. 

What is there here, that you can justly claim. 
Or call your own ? When an imperious dame 
Demands her price, with insults vile pursues thee ; 
Driven out of doors, with water well bedews thee, 
Then calls you back ; for shame, shake off her chain, 
And boldly teU her you are free. — ^In vain ; 
A tyrant- lord thy better will restrains, 
And spurs thee hard, and breaks thee to his reins. 

If some famed piece the painter's ai-t displays. 
Transfixed you stand, with admiration gaze ; 
But is your worship's folly less than mine, 
When I with wonder view some rude design 
In crayons or in charcoal, to invite 
The crowd, to see the gladiators fight ? 
Mctliinks, in very deed they mount the stage. 
And seem in real combat to engage ; 
Now in strong attitude they di'eadful bend ; 
I Wounded they wound ; they parry and defend ; 
I Yet Davus is with rogue and rascal graced, 
I But you're a critic, and a man of taste. 
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I am, forsooth, a good-for-uothing kaave, 
When by a smoking pasty made a slave : 
la you it sliows a soul erect aud great, 
If yoQ refuse even oue luxurious treat. 
Why may not I, like you, iny wish obey ? — 
" My shouldera for the dear indulgence pay." 
But should not you with heavier stripes be taught, 
Who search for luxui'ies ; how dearly bought I 
For soon this endless, this repeated feast. 
Its relish lost, shall pall upon the taste ; 
Then shall your trembling limbs refuse the weight 
Of a vile carcass with disease replete. 

How seldom from the lash a slave escapes. 
Who trucks some trifli-, that he stole, for grapes ? 
And shall we not the servile glutton rate. 
To please his throat who sells a good estate ? 
You cannot spend one vacant hour alone ; 
You cauuot make that vacant hour your own. 
A self-deserter from yourself you stray, 
And now with wine, and now with sleep allay 
Your cares ; in vain : companions black as night, 
Thy pressing cares, ai-rest thee in thy flight. 

U. Is there no stone ? D. At whom, good sii-, 

throw it ? 
H. Have I no dart ? D. What mischief aila our poet Si 
He's mad, or making verses. H. Hence, you knave ' 
Or to my farm I'll send you — the ninth slave. 

Francis. 
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SATlIiE VIII. 

DIALOGUE EKT^TIEN HORACE AND 

FUNDANIUS. 

•' Ui Nasidkni juvil te aena beati." 
I HOPE you likGil the bainiiiet, which they Kay 
The splendid Kufus gave you yesterday. 
For, when I ivished you to imrtake my fai'e, 
I found you had beeii long carousing there. 

F. Troth, never merner in my Ufe befoie. 

H. What first came on ? J^. A liuge Lucanian boar. 
Caught, as we heai-d the master oft declare, 
What time the southern breeze blew fresh and fail'. 
Eapes, lettuce, radishes were round it pkced, 
With sundry sauces pungent tij the taste, 
Ann formed the jaded appetite to teaze, 
As sfcu'wort, pickled shad, and Coan leea. 

This coui-se witbdi'awu, a purple rug restored 
Its brilUant beauty to the maple board ; 
Another slave swept up the scraps that fell, 
That nothing might offend the sight or smell. 
Advancing next with step demure and staid, 
Slow as at Ceres' rites the Attic maid, 
The swart Hydasnes bore Crecubian wine, — 
Alcon pure Cbiaii undebased with biine. 

Then thus our host bespoke his noble guest : 
" Are these the wines, my Loi-d, you relish best ? 
If those of Alban or Fulemian growth 
Please more, pray speak the word — we have them botli." 

H, Poor pride of grandeur ! but I long to hear 
Who else, Fundanius, shared the luscious cbeer. 

F. Myself sat first — Thurinus next — below 
Vwius, I think. At top, with Balatro 
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Od this side aod VibidiuH an that, 

Both usiiored as friend' »/rirnd» Meecenns aat. 

Above the master, Nomenlaiiua graced 

The couch, and Porcins waa beneath him placed. 

Oh, you'd have aiiiiled to see the latter stuff 

Whole tarts as if he ne'er could have eHOu>,'h. 

The task of Nomentanus was to point 

Andpass encomiums upon eveiy joint ; 

For we, poor souls, were fed on fowl and fish 

So fine, we scarcely knew a uin^le dish. 

Which facts soon showed me ; for he sent a. pile 

Of plaice and turbot cooked in wondrous style ; 

Then told me honey-apples lose their hue 

Unless they're gathered when the inoou is new ; 

But how their look affects tlie taste or smell 

Ask him ; fo'- tioth 'tis more than I can tell. 

Whispering to Balatro Vihitlius vowed — 
" By heaven we'll drink revenge " — then called aloud 
For larger cups, A sudden paleness spoke 
How heai-tily poor Bufas cursed the joke ; 
Who hates these deep potations from his soul, 
Since wit gains freedom from the flowing bowl. 
And potent bumpers swallowed down in haste 
Blnnt the fine organs and confound the taste. 
Anon by their example all combine 
To drain with glee whole flagons-full of wine. 
As for om' boat, and his supporters, they, 
Poor sober souls, did little in that way. 

But, while our goblets freely thus we crowned, 
A lamprey comes with floating prawns around. 
Stretched on a cliarger of stupendous size. 
" This fish is full of spawn," the master cries : 
" Its flesh is therefore firm, I trust, and good. 
The sauce has all the ingredients which it should .;l 
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Oil from Venafrian vats, rich Spanish brine ; 
And, ere it boils, we miv old home-brewed wine 
(For Chian after that is better far) ; 
White pepper too, and Lesbian vinegar. 
To pickle the green rocket, and to stew 
Sour Ehcampane, I'm the first who knew. 
But sage Ciirtillus fotmd for sauce the juice 
Of cray-fish far more fit than that in use." 

Meanwhile the awning overhead gave ivay, 
And brought down hideous ruin and dismay. 
With dust in such a thick and pitchy train 
As Boreas ne'er brushed from bleak Campania's plai 
Startled at first, we sought anon t' explore 
The cause ; when finding all the danger o'er. 
Our fears subsided, Rufus hung the head. 
And sobbed as if his only child were dead. 
Heav'n only knows what would have been the end, 
If Nomentanns had not cheered his friend 
With kind condoling speeches such as this : 
" Ah cruel Fortune, foe to human bhss 1 
Invidious power, it seems thy sole delight 
All our enjoyments in the bud to blight" 

VariuB his laughter with a napkin scarce 
Repressed : when Balatro to this dull farce 
Contrived a more burlesque effect to give ; 
" Such are the terms," cried be, " on which we live I 
And thus the fair renown, which all your toils 
Had well-nigh won, this curst contingence spoils. 
Here now are you for our dehcious fare 
Distracted with sohcitude and care 
For fear of ill-baked bread, ill-seasoned broth, 
An awkward footman, or a greasy cloth. 
Things will not fall out always as we fti^h : 
A groom oft stumbling cracks a lordly dish ; 
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And times will bappeii. when, tlip deuce knows how, 

AwiiingB will full ns they have fallen now. 

But then a host's, like a coinmauder's, skill. 

Obscured by good success, aliines forth in ill." 

Then Rufas — " Heaven send all things to your mind, 

So good a creature aie you and ao kind \ " 

Then, calling for his slippers, forth he fled ; 

While round each couch the titt'ring whisper spread. 

H. Gods, what a glorious sight must this have bedu ! 
But come, recount the sequel of tlie scene. 

F. Vibidius, calling for more wine, in joke 
Demanded if the Bagons too were broke. 
A tliousaud fictions all oui' mirth expressed. 
And Balatro still seconded tlie jest. 

When lo ! as bent by prudence to repair 
HI Inck, comes Riifua back with altered air : 
Hard by in a huge dish two footmen bore 
A crane cut up and grilled, well sprinkled o'er 
With flour and salt : next, wondrous to the sight. 
Livers of geese fattened on figa, and white : 
The wings of hares plucked off and separate drest. 
As daintier far tlian eaten with the rest : 
With black-birds roasted to a coal and plump. 
And ring-doves fi-icasseed without the rump. 
Nice tilings in truth, if our officious host 
Had lectiired less on boiled, stewed, fried, and roast. 
At last we fled, our sole revenge to eat 
Of scarce one tit-bit that composed the treat. 
As if Canidia o'er the whole repast 
Had breathed infection with her viperous blast. 

Casus Howes. 
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BOOK I. 

EPISTLE I. 

TO M^CENAS. 
" Prima dicle mihi, sumina dicende Camena." 
THor, to wLom the Muse fii'st tuned her IjTe, 
Whose friendship shall her latest soug inspire, 
Wherefore, Mtecenas, Tvould you thus engage 
Your bard, dismissed with honour from the stage, 
Again to venture in the lists of fame, 
His youth, his genius, now no more tlie same ? 

8ecm*e in his retreat Vejanius * lies. 
Hangs up his arms, nor courts the doubtful prize ; 
Wisely resolved to tempt his fate no more, 
Or the light crowd for his discharge implore. 

The voice of reason cries with piercing force, 
Loose from the rapid car your aged horse, 
Lest in the race derided, left behind, 
Jaded he di-ag his limbs and burst his wind. 

Then here fai'ewell th' amusements of my youth ; 
Farewell to verses ; for the search of truth, 
And moral decency hath filled my breast. 
Hath every thought and faculty possessed j 
And I now form my philosophic lore. 
For all my future life a treasured store. 

* A celebrated glaHia.tor \rhD Imd oljtained tiis diismisBiil. Bet^i'' 
eladiatore hang up their anna at fhe gate of tlte tenipte o! Hermlei 
the patron of toeir profceiiioii. 
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You ask, perhaps, what sect, what chief I own ; 
I'm of all softs, but blimUy sworn to none ; 
For as the tempest chives I shape my way. 
Now active plunge into the world's wide sea ; 
Now Virtue's precepts rigidly defend. 
Nor to tlie world — the world to me shall bend : 
Then make some looser moralist my guide. 
And to the school less rigid smoothly glide. 

As night seems tedious to th' expecting youth 
Whose fail- one breaks her assignation -truth \ 
ks, to a slave appears the lengthened day. 
Who owes his task — for he received his pay ; 
As, when tlie guardian mother's too severe. 
Impatient minors waste theii- last long year ; 
So sadly slow the time ungrateful flows 
Which breaks th' important systems I propose : 
Systems, whose useful precepts might engage 
Both rich and poor ; both infancy and age ; 
But meaner precepts now my life must rule, 
These, the first rudiments of Wisdom's school. 
You cannot hope fur Lyiiceus' piercing eyes : 
But will you then a strengthening salve despise ? 
Yon wish for matchless Glycon's limbs,* in vain. 
Yet why not cure the gout's decrepit pain ? 
Though of exact perfection you despair, 
Yet every step to virtue 's worth your care- 
Even while you fear to use your present store, 
Yet glows your bosom with a lust of more ? 

* The commentators t«ll ns from Diogenes Laertina, that Olycon 
n-ae a philoaopher \clio had made himaelf famous by hia dextoritv imd 
skill in athletic eierciaea. But more probalily the poet alluded to n 
statue which is still preaerveil in Bome, ami nf wtucli Montfaucon 
speaks thus ; ' Hercules of Farnese, the finest of all, is a mnst^rpiece of 
art Itiathe porformancs <A Glycon the Athenian, who haa immor- 

tHliiedhia name bj putting it at the bottom of tliia lidmirablo statue.' 

.FVnnris. 
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The power of words, and soothing sounds can ease 

The raging pain, and lessen the disease. 

Is fame your passion ? "Wisdom's powerful chann, 

If thrice read over, shall its force disarm, 

The slave to envy, anger, wine, or love, 

The wretch of sloth, its excellence shall prove : 

Fierceness itself shall hear its rage away. 

When listening calmly to th' instructive lay. 

Even in our flight from vice some virtue lies ; 

And free from folly, we to wisdom rise. 

A httle fortune, and the foul disgrace. 
To urge in vain your interest for a place ; 
These are the ilU you shun with deepest dread ; 
With how much labour both of heart and head ? 
That worst of evils, poverty, to shun, 
Dauntless through seas, and rocks, and fires, you run 
To farthest I'nd, yet heedless to attend 
To the calm lectures of some wiser friend, 
Who bids you scorn, what now you most desire. 
And with an idiot's ignorance admu'e. 

What Btrolliag gladiator would engf 
Tor vile applause to mount a country stage, 
Who at th' Olympic games could gain r 
And without danger bear away the crown ? 

Silver to gold, we own, should yield the prize. 
And gold to virtue ; louder Folly c 
" Ye sons of Rome, let money first be sought ; 
Virtue is only worth a second thouglit." 
This maxim echoes through the bankers' street, 
While young and old the pleasing strain repeat : 
For though you boast a lai-ger fund of sense. 
Untainted morals, honour, eloquence, 
Yet want a little of the sum that buys 
The titled honour, and you ne'er shall rise ; 
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Yet if you want the qnalifj-ing right 
Of such a fortune to be made a knight, 
You're a plebeian still. Yet chilcb-eu aing, 
Amid theii' sports, " Do right, and be a ting," • 

Be this thy brazen bulwark of defence, 
Still to preserve thy conscious innocence. 
Nor e'er turn pale with guilt. But, prithee, tell. 
Shall Otho's law the children's song excel ? 
The sons of ancient Rome first sung the strain 
That bids the wise, the brave, the virtuous reign. 

My friend, get money ; get a large estate, 
By honest means ; but get, at any rate. 
That you with knights and senators may sit, 
And view the weeping scenes that Pupiua writ. 
But is he uot a friend of nobler kind 
Who wisely fashions, and informs tliy mind. 
To answer, with a soul erect and brave, 
To Fortune's pride, and scorn to he her slave ? 

But should the people ask me, while I choose 
The public converse, wherefore I refuse 
To join the public judgment, and approve. 
Or fly whatever they dislike, or love ; 
Mine he tlie answer prudent Reynard made 
To the sick lion — " Truly, I'm afraid. 
When I behold the steps, that to thy den 
Look forward all, but none return again," 

But what a many-headed beast is Rome ! 
For what opinion shall I choose, or whom 9 
Some joy the pubHc revenues to farm ; 
By presents some our greedy widows charm ; 

* Wa cannot justly say what this game wna. Torrantins, with n 

probability, conjccturea that it waa tJiB Urania ot the Greaka, in whidi 
n hall naa thrown into the air, and the boy who struck it oftaneEt 
before it tell to the ground was calleil king of the game.— .jW?i«j, 
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Others their nets for dying dotards lay, 
And make the chikUeas bachelor their prey ; 
By dark extortion some their fortunes raise ; 
Thus evei'y man some different passion sways ; 
For where is he, who can with steady view 
Even for an hour his favourite scheme pursue ? 

If a rich lord, in wanton raptiu'e, cries, 
" What pkce on eai'th with charming Baiie vies ? " 
Soon the broad lake and spreading sea shall prove 
Th' impatient whims of his impetuous love ; 
But if his fancy point some other way 
(Which, like a sign fi-om heaven, be must obey), 
Instant, ye builders, to Teanum haste, 
An inland country is his lordship's taste. 
Knows he the genial bed, the fruitful wife ? 
" Oh ! then the bliss of an unmarried life ! " 
la he a bachelor ? the only blessed, 
He swears, are of the bridal joy possessed ! 
Say, while he changes thus, what chains can bind 
L These various forms ; this Proteus of the mind ? 
I But now to lower objects turn your eyes, 
P And, lo ! what scenes of ridicule arise ! 
The poor, in mimicry of heart, presumes 
To change hia barbers, baths, and beds, and rooms ; 
And, since the rich in theii- own barges ride, 
LHe hires a boat, and pukes in mimic pride. 
I If some unlucky barber notch my bail-, 
f Or if my robes of different length I wear ; 
If my new vest a tattered shirt confess, 
You laugh to see such quari-els in my dress : 
But if my judgment, with itself at strife, 
Should contradict my general coarse of life ; 
Should now despise what it with wai-mth pursued, 
And earnest wish for what vrith scorn it viewed ; 
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Float like the tide ; now high the building rai 
Now pull it down ; nor roiuid, nor squnre can please 
You coll it madness of the usual kind, 
Nor laugh, nor think trustees should be aseigned 
To manage my estate ; nor aeem afraid 
That I shall want the kind physician's aid. 
While yet, my gi'eat protector and my friend. 
On whom my fortune and my hopes depend, 
An ill-pared nail you with resentment see 
In one, who lores and honours you lite me. 
In short, tlie wise ia only less than Jove, 
Rich, free, and handsome ; nay, a king above 
All earthly kings ; with health supremely blessed— 
Except when drivelling phlegm disturbs his rest. 

Francis, i 

epistle ii. 
TO LOLLIUS.* 
" Trqjani helix scriplorem, maxime £oUi." 
Whiile in the schools of Home, yon, LolUus ! plead, I 
I at PrKoeste with new rapture read 
The tale of Troy divine, whose facts declare 
Where moral fitness lies — expedience where, 
Better than all the logic of the sage. 
Than Grantor's precepts or Chrysippns' page. 
Ask you wherein our bard instructs so well ? 
If time permit, give audience while I tell. 

When he records the slow-consuming strife 
That Greece encountered for a ti-eacherous wife, 
His glowing pencil paints what mischief springs 
From the mad broils of nations and of kings. 

• 1 
those 
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Autenor would the cause of war remove : 
Fond Paris deenia the world well lost for love. 
Nestor in all the majesty of age 
Steps forth by sapient counHel to assuage 
The wrath that 'twixt the royal chieftaiua rose, 
"Wrath better shown against their common foes ; — 
In vain : — To piide and passion each holds true ; 
And while the monarchs rave, the people rue. 
By envy, faction, lust, and fraud they sin 
Alike without Troy's bulwarks and within. 

What a firm soul and valorous heart avail 
Mark in the hero of his second tale, — 
"Who, when the Trojan towers in dust were laid, 
Saw various realms and well their manners weighed, — 
And, toUing long his native shore to gam. 
Stemmed countless hardships on the stormy main, — 
Firm in adversity, in peril brave, 
And buoyant upon Fortune's roughest wave. 
You know the Sirens' song and Ch-ce's draught, 
Which had he with his crew unguarded quaffed, 
A harlot's slave he had been doomed to pine 
Sunk in the senseless hound or wallowing swine. 
See pictured in the revelling suitor-train 
The sensual, the voluptuous, and the vain ! 
Mark the spruce fribbles of Alcinous' court, 
' Soft sons of sloth dissolved in amorous sport, 
I Who snored till midnoon, and to melting airs 
' Lulled in delicious trance life's anxious cares ! 
How many still with these poor idlers vie, 
Bom but to eat and drink and sleep and die ! 

Eogues watch by night the traveller to enthrall ; 
Ind will not you awake to save your all ? 
Vho will not walk while healthy, will be fain 
Do iTin when dropsy swells in every vein. 
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And you, unless you will (while yet you may) 

Call for a book and lamp ere break of day. 

And casting drowsy lethargy behind 

To high and heavenly studies gird your mind. 

Shall couacience-stiuig unw illin g vigils keep 

Or with heart-guawuig passions watch and weep, — 

Haunted with love, deprest with deep chagrin. 

Or writliing in the agonies of spleen. 

How strange is this ! if ought the eye ofTends, 

You straight remove it and the anguish ends ; 

If ought corrodes the mind, some slight pretence 

Serves to proti'act the cure a twelvemonth hence. 

In virtue's race to start is half to win ; 

Come then, be wise — take courage and begin ! 

He that defers life's task ii'om day to day. 

Is like the simple clown who thought to stay 

Till the full stream that stopt him should be gone :— 

Alas ! the tide still rolls and ever will roll on ! 

For gold to portioned nymphs we plight the vow ; 
For gold the woodlands fret beneath om- plough. 
Nathless who's rich, that is not satisfied ? — 
Who poor, but he whose wants are iinsupplied ? 
Never did house, or land, or gold afford 
An hour's short respite to their sickening lord. 
Soothe with soft balm the fever's tlirobbing smart, 
Or pluck one rooted boitow from the heart. 
If health be wanting, riches quickly cloy ; 
'Tis vain to hoard, unless we can enjoy. 
Who frets or covets, wealth can please no more 
Than pictui'ea him whose eyes with rheum run o'er— 
Than furs and flannels can the cripple cheer. 
Or wai-hling music charm an aching ear. 
Life's every relish lies beyond his power, 
As in the tainted vessel all turns sour. 
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Spurn emply pleasui-es ; little is the gain 

Of luxury purcliaaed at the price of pain. 

Draw some fixed line where your desires may rest : 

Th' insatiate miser ever is distressed. 

Pale envy sees a neighbour's happier plight, 

Eyes it askance and sickens at the sight. 

No torment could Sicilian tjTanta find 

To rack the frame as envy racks the mind. 

He that takes fire at insults never meant 

And gives the rein to wrath, will soon repent, 

Cursing in bitteniess of soul the blow 

That burst in vengeance on Ms fancied foe. 

Think what remorse ungovemed anger brews, 

Grows by neglect, and unsubdued subdues. 

'Tis a short madness : calm the rising fit ; 

Curb it betimes, and tame it to your bit. 

The mettled courser under strict manege 

Trained while a colt to droop his haughty rage. 

Is schooled by slow degrees man's will to know, 

And goes the way his rider bids him go. 

The stag-hound, from what time at instinct's call 

He bayed the buck-skin in his master's hall. 

Learned at the bugle's note to scour the plain 

And in the wild-wood served a long campaign. 

Would you be wise, — imbibe in earliest youth 

Instruction's lore, and siick the milk of truth. 

"Whatever juice the virgin cask imbue, 

It keeps the savour which it drank while new. 

Such ai-e the rules which I would fain enforce ; 
! By such, at least, I'll: steer my steady course ; 
Lag those behind who will, or take the lead — 
I neither bide thek sloth, nor emulate their speed. 

HOWEEI. 
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TO JULIUS FLORUS, 

THEN ON THE STAFF OF TIBERIDa {AFTEBWAEIia 
EMPEROa) IN STKIA. 

"JuU Flore, quibui terrarum mililel oris" 
Tell me, dear Florua ! in what coasts afar 
Does Cffisar's step-son launch the bolts of war ? 
Tread je the confines still of Thracian gi-oimd, 
AVhere Hebrus halts hi icy fetters bound ? — 
Or span the straits that part the turrets twain, 
Or chng to Asia's hills and rich champaign ? 
Say, too, what works engage the lettered coi*p3 ? 
What bold adventurer 'mid the sons of lore 
Records gi-eitt Ciesar's deeds in deathless page, 
And hands his glories to a distant age ? 
What news of deal- Septimius,* sure 'erelong 
To rise the theme of every Roman tongue, — 
That bard who scorning with indignant look 
To sip the shallow pool and vulgar brook, 
Drank deep at once of the Pindaric well, 
And smote with Latian hand the Theban shell ? 
Is he in health ? and does he condescend 
To cast some thoughts upon his absent friend ? 
Does he prefer to pour the raptured rhyme 
Waking the slumbering lyre to themes subhme, — 
Or swell the gorgeous phrase with Tragic art, 
Till pity melt or hori'or thrill the heart ? 

How fares my Celsus, whom again 'twere fit 
We warn to search at home for native wit, 

* TitiuB, a joutiR poet with Tiberius who hwl jast than re. 
orders from Augustus to ga to AnuBnia and replnce Tignmes o 
tlinnia. 
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Nor with bold hand appropriate to himself 
What once has decked Apollo's sacred shelf, 
Lest, when the fowls their several plumes reclaim. 
The jack-daw stripped be put to open shame ? 

What banks of wild-thyme do j/om flutter o'er ? 
What new-found sweets on busy wing explore ? 
Youra is no vulgar genius ; yours a mind 
By nature richly fraught — by art refined. 
Whether you keenly urge a client's cause 
Or nicely solve some liddle of the laws, 
Or in bold numbers build the matchless song, 
To you the ivy's * richest wreaths belong. 
And, could you leave the world's low cares behind, 
Those balms coiTosive that benumb the mind. 
To Virtue's brighter crown you would essay 
And tread where heaven-born wisdom points the way. 
This be our work — our eai'ly task and late, — 
This the chief prize pursued by small and great, 
If life's declining moments we would cheer, — 
If to our country and oui'selves be deai' ! 

Inform me, likewise, if at length you view 
Munatius t with the kindness which is due 
To his deserts ? or does soft friendship's baud, 
Bo rudely rent by frowning Discord's hand, 
Eefuse to reunite ; and, knit in vain. 
On every slight suspicion burst again ? 
Whether ye err through the warm blood of youth 
Or deafiiess to the sacred voice of truth, — 
WTiere'er ye dwell, too generous both and good 
To break the hallowed league of brotherhood, 



* Ivj wag the wremth of poets and learned men. 
+ Muuatins Pliincns, believed to Jio the son ol' Munatius Plancus, to 
whom Ode VII., Book I,, U addressed. 
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And woitliy botli with noI)ler heats to bum, — 
Kuow that a votive steer awaits your wished return. 

HOWBS. 



EPISTLE IV. 
TO ALBIUS TIBULLUS, 

THE POET, AT HIS VILLA NEAR TIVOLI. 

" Albi nostrorum sermonum caTuOde judex." 

Alb IDS, in whom iiiy satii'ea find 

A candid critic, and a Idnil, 

Do you, while at your country seat, 

Some rhyming labours meditate, 

That shall in volumed bulk arise, 

And even from Cassius bear the prize ; 

Or saunter through the silent wood, 

Musing on what befits the wise and good ? 

Thou ail, not formed of lifeless mould, 
AVith breast inanimate and cold ; 
To thee the gods a fonn complete, — 
To thee the gods a fair estate — 
In bounty gave, with art to know 
How to enjoy what they bestow, 

Can a fond nurse one blessing more 
Even for her favourite boy implore, 
"With sense and clear expression blessed, 
Of friendship, honom*, health poaaessed, 
A table, elegantly plain, 
And a poetic, easy vein ? 

By hope inspired, depressed with fear. 
By passion warmed, perplexed with care» , 
Believe, that every morning's ray 
Hath lighted up iky latest day ; 
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Then, if to-morrow's sun be thine, 
With double lustre shall it shine. 

Such are the maxims I embrace, 
Aufl here, in sleek and joyous case. 
You'll find, for laughter fitly bred, 
A hog by Epicums fed. ^ 



TO T0EQUATU8,* 



"Si poles Archiacis conmva recumiiere leciis." 
' If, dear Torquatus ! you can rest your head 
On couches such as homely Axchias made. 
Nor on a dish of simple pot-herbs frown, 
I shall expect you as the sun goes down. 
Wine you shall quaff such as the gi-apes afford 
Between Mintumie and Petrinum, stored 
In Taurus' second year. If to your share 
Fall better, send it ; or — support the chair. 
All things are spruce and trim my guest to greet, 
The hearth well burnished and the side-hoard neat. 
A truce with carking care ! bid Moschus' cause 
Wait for a season, and adjourn the laws, 
To-moiTow, recollect, the courts must close ; 
'Tis Cffisar's birth-day, sacred to repose. 
Without a scruple till the morning's light 
I We'll wear in jocund chat the summer night. 

■ To whom was addreased the aevantli oJe of tho fourth boaV'l 
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1 Wbat boots that fortune whence no joy accrues ? 
Or what's to me the wealth I must not U8e ? 
'Tis little short of madness sm^, to spare 
And scramble only to enrich one's heir. 
Kather let's scatter flowers and quaff at ease, 
And leave grave fools to cavil as they please ! 
What magic wonders isannut toping do ? 
It drags the smothered secret forth to view ; 
Presents fair hopes by glowing fancy sealed ; 
Bids the poltroon rush to th' embattled field ; 
Takes from the drooping heart its load of pain ; 
And with strange lore informs the blockhead's brain : 
"What tongue but flows with eloquence divine, — 
What beggar but will sing, inspired by wine ? 

Be mine the not unwelcome task to see 
That every couch and clotli from dust be free ; 
That not a napkin's dirt the board disgrace ; 
That every dish and cup reflect your face ; 
That 'mid tlie well-assorted group be found 
No Bpy to blab the mirth tliat circles round ; 
That all unite well-pleased with one another, 
And that each guest behold in each a brother. 
Good Butra and Septicius will be there ; 
Sabinus too, if no more tempting fair 
Or feast detain him. Eoom we can afford 
For some friends' friends ; but an o'ercrowded board 
Offends nice nerves. How many is your suite 
You mean to bring, write back ; and (I repeat) 
A truce with toil, give gloomy business o'er, 

L .And balk your client at the postern door. 

Howes. 
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EPISTLE VI. 
TO NUMICIUS. 

ON THE TRUE SOURCE OP HAPPIKESS. 

•' Nil admirari props res est una, Numici." 

l,To look at nothing with admiring eyes, — 

I In this short precept, dear Numicius ! lies 
I The art of human happiness compressed, — 
\ The one sure way to make and keep us blest. 
Yon moon and atai's that shoot a trembling ray, 
The glad viciasitudea of night and day, 
The sun, the aeaaous true to nature's law — 
There are who view untouched with wondering awe. 
What deem you then of earth's inferior stores. 
Of ocean's treasures poured on Indian shores, 
Of place and pomp and Rome's applauding noise — 
"With what indifference should we view such toys ! 

Who fears their oppoaites, or who desires 
The things themselves, in either case admires. 
Each fixing on vain show a vacant eye 
Stares at he knows not what — he knows not why : 
Whether we loathe or covet, laugh or mourn. 
No matter, if, alike by passion borne, 
Each object that behes what fancy drew 
Entrance the senses and arrest the view. 

Ev'n virtue followed beyond reason's rule 
May stamp the just man knave — the sage a fool. 
Hear this, ye vain ! then greet with fond applause 
The sculptured silver or the Parian vase : — 
Pore on some bronze antique with ravished eye. 
Or grasp the glittering gem and Tyrian dye :- 
Rejoice that at the waving of your hand 
With eager gaze a listening rabble stand : — 
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Off to the courts betimea at interest's call. 
Nor thence retire till evening's sliadows full. 
Lest upstart Mutiis (oh the foul disgrace \) 
Eclipse the glories nf your nohler race. — 
His dotal your paternal farms ontdo, 
And so you crouch to Liui — not he to yoii. 

All-changing time now darkens what was blight, 
Now ushers out of dai'kness into light. 
Haunt in the mall and flatter as you may, 
Or scour with whirling wheel the Appian way, — 
Known or obscure, yon must with all your care 
Descend where Numa and old Ancus are. 

If sharp distemper riot in your reins, 
You seek by med'cine's aid to soothe its pains. 
Would you (who would not ?) live by reason's laws 
And gain true bliss ? — First ascertain the cause. 
Can Virtue only grant tlie wished-for end. 
Rouse and to her your manliest efforts bend. 
Is she but words which fools would strive to fixj 
As hallowed groves are after all but sticks? 
Be fii"st to run to port, spread all youi- sails. 
Forestall the market, watch your Phrygian bales ; 
Add use to pi-incipal and sum to sum, 
And toil till you have raised a fair round plum : 
Proceed to double this — nay stop not there ; 
Triple it then — and then complete the square. 
For why— a portioned wife, fair fame, and friends, 
Beauty and birth on sovereign Wealth attends. 
Blest is her vot'ry throned his bags among I 
Persuasion's self sita perched upon his tongue ; 
Love beams in every feature of his face, 
And every gesture beams celestial grace. 
Avoid the Cappadocian monarch's curse. 
Who, rich in slaves, is penniless in purse. 



BOOK I.— EPISTLE 71. 



305 



LucuUus once being asked (the story goes) 

For five-score cloaks of frieze to grace the bIiowb, — 

" Five-score ! " lie cried ; " yoii over-rate my powers: 

But I'll inquire ; acd what I have, are yours." 

Next day be writes — " there were within his caE 

Five thousand — they might take a part or all ! " 

No house is rich but that, where much o'erflows 

Which vai'Iets rifle and no master knows. 

If wealth, then, leads to pure and lasting bliss, 

This be your earliest task— your latest this ! 

If influence and the people's favour claims 
The prize, let's hire a slave to telJ their names. 
And prompt us when to bow and whom to greet 
"With ready smile across the crowded street : 
" These in the Fabian tribe some votes command, 
Those in the Veline ; prithee, stretch yom' hand. 
This great man gives the/osccs ,- that — beware — 
From whom he will with-holds the ivory chair." 
Caress them all : call one your friend ; another 
Hail /o^feer, as his years may suit, or hrothei: 

If be alone lives well who is well fed 
See, morning dawns ; up, sluggard, from your bed 
Forth to the shambles, fish and flesh provide, 
True bliss your aim, and gluttony youi' guide ! 
Hunt as Gargilius did, who through the throng 
"With nets and poles each morning pushed along, 
That that same thi-ong might see the long-drawn 

train 
With one poor purchased boai- sneak back again. 
Then bathe replete with undigested food, 
Deaf to the censure of the wise and good. 
^Forfeit your fi'ancbise : Let Ulysses' crew, 

o scorned their home for luxury, yield to you. 
f without love and dalliance life can give 
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(.\a sings Mimnerraus * no deliglit, why — ^live 
In love nnd ilnlliitnce. In e, word, wliate'er 
Can make life happiest, point your efforts here. 
Farewell ! and if my doctrine seem amiss, 
With candour set mc right : — if not, take this 1 

Howes. 



TO JLECENAS. 

ON THE WISDOM OF CONTENTMENT. 

" QuInqtM (lies Itbi pollia'lus me rurejultirum." 
Pij;dged in the country but five nights to stay — 
August is past, and lo ! I still delay. 
False to my word. But if, dear sir, you core 
To see me in good plight and debonair, 
That liteuse which you grant me sick, I know 
You'll not deny me fearing to be so, — 
Now that palu Autinnn marshals forth again 
The undertaker with his rueful train, — 
"While each fond mother with distraction wild 
Hang3 o'er the pillow of her sickening child, — 
AVhile levees thronged and law-courts never Btill 
Let loose the fever and unseal the will. 
But when autumnal drought to wijiter yields 
And drifting snows have bleached the Albau fields, 
Down to the sea yoiu" poet will retire 
To read in comfort couched beside the fire ; 
Anon, when zephjTs breathe and swallows sing, 
To greet his patron with returning spring. 

Yom- kindness, aii", to me, is really kind ;— 
Not like the boons of some Calabiian hind 

* A poet of Colophon in Italj, about S0O B.O. 
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With fulsome zeal that will not be repressed 

Forcing his pears upon the sated guest. 

" Come, eat theni, pray ! " — " I've eaten all I would." 

" Then pocket what you please." — " You're very good. 

Your LufaQt tribe would deem them no bad store. 

I'm as obhged as if I took a score." 

" Well, please yourself; but know, what you decline 

Will fall ere night a portion to the swine." 

The spendthrift and the fool are so polite, 
They give to others what they hate or slight ; 
And where love's seed is sown with hand so rude, 
No wonder if the crop 's ingratitude. 
The good and wise, though anxious to uphold 
True worth, yet wot that luiiines ai-e not gold. 
For me, I ever shall be proud to raise 
My worth injustice to my patron's praise : 
But, would yon have me never quit your side, 
First give me back those locks whose jetty pride 
Once clustered o'er my brow in gallant trim ; — 
Give back the well-strung nerve and vigorous limb ; — 
With that gay converse and those spirits light 
That o'er the bowl deplored coy Cynara's flight. 

A Fox's whelp one day half-famished stole 
Into a corn-bin thi-ough a narrow hole ; 
Where having gorged his fill, he strove in vain 
To squeeze his bloated carcase out again : 
"Friend," cried aweazel near, "ik-stmeud your shape; 
You entered lean, and lean you must escape." 
Should Fortune ever, on this footing, call 
Her favom's back, I could resign them all ; 
Nor, capon-fed, with hj-pocritic (dr 
Would I preach up the peasant's frugal fare ; 
Nor should the wealth of all Arabia please, 
Taxed with the loss of liberty and ease. 
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Oft have you praised me as of modest views, 
Mora prompt to laud your bounty thnn abuse ; 
Oft in your presence, nor less oft away, 
As my liege-lord I've bailed your gentle sway. 
Try me — and (though with thanks received) you'll £ 
Your gifts tan he with cheerfulness resigned. 
Well did Ulyssea' son, as poets sing. 
Thank for bis proffered steeds the Spai-tan king : — . 1 
" The rocky island whence I drew my birth, 
Albeit to me the loveliest spot on earth. 
Nor stretched in plains nor rich in grassy food 
Is ill-adapted for the equine brood : 
"Wherefore I would renounce, if you permit, 
Those boons, good monarch ! for yourself more fit." 
Small things become the small : for me Home's uoi^ 
And pomp Imperial now present no joys. 
Far more disposed to dream away the hours 
In Tibur's peaceful shades or soft Tarentum's bowel 

PbilippuB, for his pleadings famed afar, 
Alert and bold, returning from the Bai- 
About the hour of two one sultry day, 
And now complaining that the length of way 
Grew for his yeai's too much, espied ('tis said) 
A smug-faced cit beneath a barber's shed 
Paring bis nails with easy unconcern ; — 
Then called his lackey—" Boy, step in and learn 
Who this may be — his family — his fame — 
Where he resides — and what's his patron's name." 
The lad {by name Demetrius) lacked not skill 
Or promptness to despatch his master's will. 
He flies — retums^informs him in a trice, 
'Twas one Vulteius Mena, pure from vice. 
Of humble means, by trade an auctioneer, 
"Who bustled to and fro to raise the gear. 
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Lomiged when his daily toils were at an end, 

Was fain to get, but not afraid to spend ; — 

Mixed with acquaintance of his own degree, 

Had a fixed dwelling, and enjoyed with glee 

The puhlic shows ; or, when bis work was done, 

In Mars'a field at tennis would make one. 

" Troth, I should like to know the wight; go, say 

I should be glad he'd dine with me to-dny." 

Mena, the message heai-d, in mute surprise 

Stares, and can scarce believe his ears and eyes ; 

Begs bis devout acknowledgments, — ^in sum 

Feels flattered and obliged, but cannot come, 

"How! does the wretch then slight me?" — "Even so, 

And through contempt or shyness answers, no." 

Next morning, as Philijipus strolls along. 

He 'spies Vulteius to a timiced throng 

Vending cheap wares, and having crossed the etreet. 

Makes toward his client and is first to greet. 

He, humbly bowing, pleads the ties of ti'ade 

And business, that he had not early paid 

His compliments; ev'n now, in toils immersed, 

Is shocked to think he had not hailed him first. 

" On one condition be j-our pleas allowed — 

Dine with me to-day." — " Sir, I shall be proud." 

" Enough — you'll come at the ninth hour ; 'till which 

Go, ply your ti'ade and labour to be rich," 

The hour arrives — he goes — and having said 

Some wisdom and some foolery, hies to bed. 

Day after day when thus he kindly took 

The flattering bait and nibbled roimd the hook, 

A morning dangler now and constant guest ; 

What time the Latian festival gives rest 

To wrangling law-courts, he's invited down 

To see his patron's seat not far from town. 
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Percliod iu tlie chaise, he lauda in terms most high 
The golden crops, green lawns, and Sabine sky. 
Philippus, much diverted aU the while, 

Sees his scheme work and sees it with ii smile, 
ReBolred with all chance pastime care to drown, 
In short, seven thousand sesterces paid down, 
"With seven more profftred at an easy rate. 
Tempt him to buy and fai'm a snug estate. 
'Tis bought ; and (not to spin mj story out) 
The smart cit drops into the rustic lout ;~~ 
He prattles of his tilth and vines — prepares 
His elms — and launches in a sea of cares, 
Stung to the quick with gain's delusive itch 
And pining with the thirst of waxing rich. ■ 
Soon after (mark the change .') night-iilunderera seia 
His Iambs ; his she goats perish with disease ; 
Now blighted harvests mock his hopes ; and now 
The jaded ox drops dead beneath his plough. 
Teased with his losses, cursing fortune's spite, 
Snatching his nag at the mid hour of night. 
Half-frantic to his patron's seat he goes, 
Unshoi'D, with squalid gai'h that speaks his woes. 
" How now ! " Philippus ones, " Your looks are am 
I fear you drudge too hard and toil too much." 
" Troth, patron ! to this merit I've no claim; 
Wretched I am, and that's my proper name. 
Then oh ! by all the ties of faith and lovo, 
By all yom' boons, and by the powers aboye. 
Kind sir ! I do conjure you and implore, 
Beplace me in my pristine state once more." 

The moral of my tale is briefly this : 
Let him who finds that he has changed amiss. 
And that his promised joy turns out but pain, 
"With all convenient speed change back again I 
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'Tis a sound rule that each man liaa liia pleasure, 
And each should mete himself by his own measure. 
Howes, 



EPISTLE Till. 
TO CELSUS ALBINOVANUS 

WITH THE STAFF OP TIBERIUS IN ASIA. 

" GeUo gauderR el bene rem germ's AWnovano." 
To Celsns, Muse, my warmest wishes bear. 
And if he kiudly ask you how I fare, 
Say, though I thi-eaten many a fair design, 
Nor happiness, nor wisdom, yet are mine. 
Not that the driving hail my vineyards beat ; 
Not that my olives are destroyed with heat ; 
Not that my cattle pine in distant plains- 
More in my mind than body lie my pains. 
Reading I hate, and with unwilling ear 
The voice of comfort, or of health I hear ; 
Friends or physicians I with pain endure, 
"Who strive this languor of my soul to cure. 
Whate'er may hurt me, I with joy pursue ; 
Whate'er may do me good, with horror view. 
Inconstant as the wind, I vai-ious rove ; 
At Tihur, Home ; at Rome, I Tibur love. 

Ask how he does ; what happy arts support 
His pruice's favoui', nor offeud Ihf court ; 
If all be well, say first, tliat we rejoice. 
And thfii, remember, with a gentle voice 
Instil this precept on his listening ear, 

" As yon your fortune, we shall Celsua bear." 
FaANas. 
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EPISTLE IX. 

TO CLAUDIUS NERO. 

HORACE RECOJklMENDS SEPTIMIUS TO TXBERTOS 

CLAUDIUS NERO. 

*^ SeptimiuSy Claudiy nimirum intelligit unusJ' 

Septimius only knows, at least, would seem 
To know, the rank I hold in your esteem ; 
Then asks, nay more, compels me to present him 
(Nor will a moderate share of praise content him). 
Worthy of Nero's family, and heart, 
Where only men of merit claim a part. 
Where fondly he persuades himself I hold 
A place among your nearer friends enrolled. 
Much hetter than myself he sees and knows 
How far my int'rest with Tiberius goes. 

A thousand things I urged to be excused ; 
Though fearful, if too warmly I refused, 
I might, perhaps, a mean dissembler seem. 
To make a property of your esteem. 

Thus have I with a friend's request complied. 
And on the confidence of courts relied : 
If you forgive me, to your heart receive 
The man I love, and know him good and brave. 

Francis. 
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TO ARISTIUS FUSCUS 



I 



" Urbis amaforem Fuscum salvere jubemus." 
Health to my Fuacua in the town so blest — 
Health from hia friend who loves the country best ! 
In this one point of widely different creed, 
In others no twin-brethren more agreed ; 
Of kindred taste, like fond old turtle doves, 
Whatever either likes, the other loves. 
You keep the nest ; — I praise the rural shade. 
The moss -grown rock, clear hrook, and woodland glade : 
In short, I live — I reign — when I retire 
From all that you town-lovers so admire ; 
And, like some slave from the priest's service fled. 
Cloyed with rich cakes, I long for wholesome bread. 

If to conform to Nature's rules be right. 
Then — for a dwelling would you chuae a site — 
"Where can a fitter lovelier spot be found 
Than in the fields where plenty smiles around ? 
"Where blows the wintry blast leas frore ? or where 
Do fresher breezes fan the sultry an-, 
"What time the Dog-star glows with maddening ii-o 
And the chafed Lion sets the world on Are ? 
"Where do malignant passions less molest 
And chase soft slumber from the care-worn breast ? 
Does the green turf less charm the smell or sight 
Than gaudy floors with Libyan marbles pight ? 
Is water, which thi'ough lead from street to street 
Heaves sulleuly and slow, more pure or sweet 
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Than tbat which gurgling from the foiuitain-liead 
Sports in meanders o'er its pebhly bed ? 

Their airy height where streaky eolumna rear, 
The slimb is taught to wave its foliage near ; 
And praise awaits the dome whose front commanda I 
An lunple view of lawns and cultured lands. 
Thus, chase her out of doors — do what you will — 
Nature renews the charge and triumphs still ; 
Spurns the weak hairiers which caprice would lay 
Athwart her course, and boldly bursts her way. 

Not to the merchant, whose unpractised eye 
Knows not Aquinum's from the Tyrian dye, 
More galling crosses or more sm'e ensue, 
Than to the man who takes false joys for true. 
Who prizes fortune at too high a rate, 
Will shrink with hon-or at an altered state. 
What's grasped with ecstasy, is lost with pain : 
A^ew tlien the pomp of gi'andeur with disdain. 
The straw-roofed shed more comfort may bestow 
Than monarchs or their minions e'er can know. 

It chanced that niter many a well-fought bout 
The Stag contrived to i>ut the Horse to rout ; 
Till, from his jjasture driven, the foe thought fit 
To ask the aid of man and took the bit. 
He conquered ; but, his triumph o'er, began 
To find he could shake off nor bit nor man. 
Such is the fate of him who, if he please, 
Might rest in humble competence and ease. 
Yet through the dread of penury has sold 
That independence which surpasses gold. | 
Henceforth he'll serve a tyrant for his pains, 
And stand or budge as avaiice pulls the reins. 

Whene'er our wants square ill with our estate, 
Be it or very smaU or very great. 
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'Tis like an ill-inade shoe which gives a fall 
If 'tis too large ; and pinches if too small. 
Be then, my Fuscns ! wise : enjoy your store ; 
But check the ever-restless wish for more. 
Prize what you have— disdain what you have not, 
And live contented with your destined lot. 
Me, too, reprove whene'er I seem in quest 
Of more than is enough, and know no rest : 
That lucre, since it must be slave or lord. 
May rather bear, than pull, the servile cord. 

This near Vacuna'a mouldering shrine I penned, 
Well-pleased, and wanting notliing — save my friend. 
Howes. 



EPISTLE XI. 
TO BULLATIUS, 

WHO WAS TRAVELLING TO DIBSITATE ENStT. 

" Quid an visa Chios, Bullaii, nolaqua Lesbot f " 
How fares my friend Bullatius ? has the shore 
Of Chios or famed Lesbos charmed him more ? 
Does Samoa, lovely isle, his fancy meet, — 
Or Sardis, once the Lydian monarch's seat ? 
Is Smyrna more, or Colophon, his care ! 
Belie they, or surpass, the fame they bear ? 
Or must they all for sober luxury yield 
To Tiber's wave and Mars's sunny field ? 
Of those fail- towns has he selected one 
Where Attalus in eastern splendour shone ? 
Or, tired of rocky seas and rugged ways. 
Does he thus chaunt of Lebedos the praise ? 
" You know lone Lebedos, — more calm and still 
Than Gabii or Fideneo ; yet my will 
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Tempts me to settle in that peaceful spot. 
My frienda forgetting — by my friends forgot, 
Where safe on shore I may behold afar 
The howling surge and elemental war." 

Yet he that posts throngh mire and rain to Bome ' 
From Capua, will not make an inn his iiome ; 
Nor, if one bathe perchance to cm-e a cold. 
Will he forthwith the stove and bagnio hold 
Of human bliss the one sure recipe : 
Neither, if tost by a rude squall at sea, 
Should you your ship across the ^gean sell. 
Trust me, my friend, to him that's sound and well 
Delicious Rhodes and Mitjlene fair 
Like fura in June or silks in winter are, — 
Tibet to swimmers during frost and fog, 
Or in mid Autumn's drought the blazing log, 
Spend then, while fortune smiles, at Rome your days ^ 
There, if you will, Rhodes, Chios, Samoa praise. 
Accept with grateful heart each joyous hoiu: 
Wiich bounteous heaven shall place within your poweri 
Live while you may ; seize pleasure while 'tis near 
Nor put enjojinent off from yeai- to year ; 
That you may say, where'er your lot be cast, 
My life according to my wish has past. 
For if 'tis wisdom gives content and ease — 
Not a fair prospect of expanded seas, 
Who roam abroad from shore to shore, shall find 
They change the climate only, not the mind. 
Idly alert we traverse sea and land 
In quest of happiness that lies at hand. 
Let but good sense each fretful whim control 
And tranquillize the tumults of the soul, 
'Tis here— 'tis anywhere : you cannot misE 
And Ulnbraa may prove the seat of bliss. — 

HowEa. J 
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EPISTLE XII. 
TO HIS FRIEND ICCIUS.* 

A LETTEB OF ADVICE. 

" Fructihis Agrippm SkuUs, quos coUigia, Icci." 
Iccius 1 the fruits of fair Sicilia's lands 
Placed by Agrippa in your trusty hnnda 
If you enjoy aright, not Jove's own power 
Could in your bosom greater afBueuce shower. 
Hush then vain munnurs — throw complaint aside ! 
He ne'er is poor, whose wants ai-e well supplied. 
Possessed of health and food and raiment, know 
Ai-abia's treasures can no more bestow. 
If, with the choicest viands on youi- board. 
Wild herbs and roots your homely fare afford, 
That fare were still the same, though fortune rolled 
Into your lap a flood of liquid gold; 
Or because nature shifts not at the call 
Of wealth, or virtue forms you all in ail- 
That swine consumed Democritus's com 
While fai' on fancy's wing his soul was borne, 
Seems now no longer strange, — when i/ou retain, 
Plunged in the murrain and mid-pest of gain, 
Your old pursuits ; and, spuming earth's low clime, 
Can soar to speculate on themes sublime : 
As, — ^What dark cause confines the sweUing tides ; — 
What in their coarse the varying seasons guides ; — 
Whether yon stars in heaven's wide concave roll 
Drifted by chance or urged by strong control ; — 
What mystic influence bids the queen of night 
Now veil her orb and now disclose her light; — 

* The same person addressed in twent^-nmth ode ol the first book. 
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^Vliat that discordant union which appears 
To link the world and regulate the spheres ; — 
ANTiose Bj-steni beat with nature's truth agrees, — 
\\'hich halts, Stertinius or Empedocles. 

However this may be — whether your wish 
Tend more to slice the leek or slay the fish, — - 
Admit Pompeius Grosphus to your lioart, 
And what he asks with willing zeal impart. 
Orosphua will put no base or mean request ; 
And friendship's a L'heap mai-ket, when the best 
Are overlooked. — But now, to let you know 
How matters of more public interest go, — 
Agrippa has subdued Cantabria's fields ; 
To Claudius Nero's sword Armenia jdelds ; 
Low on his knees Plir antes has implored 
The grace of Crasar as his rightful lord ; 
Fled from Italian plains is Famine grim, 
And Plenty pom's her horn replenished to the biim. I 
Howes. I 



Kl'ISTLE Xin. 



TO HIS FRIEND AONIUS ASELLA, 



" Ut profiascmtem docui te saqie diuque." 
This volume, Vinius ! must (as I before 
Expressly charged thee and repeat once more), 
Sealed as it is, be placed in Cfesar'e hands ; 
Provided first (observe my strict commands) 
He be in health — if cheerful be his look — 
Or if in short be ask thee for the book ; 
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Nor, over-zealous to fulfil thy trust, 
Let pert officiousnesa create disgust. 

If chance my papers, an unwieldy load. 
Prove galliug, rather leave them on the road, 
Than, when arrived whither thy steps are bound, 
Bolt them with eager rudeness on the ground ; 
Iiest saucy punsters on thy name refine 
And swear Asella is right asinine. 

Go, plod thy weary way o'er liill and moor ; 
And, when thou shalt have reached the destined door, 
Heave not thy hundle with an awkwai'd air, 
Juat as a clown beneath his arm would bear 
A lambkin, — or as Pyrrliia, maudlin fool. 
Bears on the stage her pilfered pack of wool, — 
Or burgeas at my lord's witli sheepiah look 
His hat and sandals, — bear not ao my book. 

Though much entreated, halt not by the way : 
Nor to each curious knave, that sifts thee, say — 
That on thy bnck a precious bm-then hes 
"Worthy to chai'm great Ctesar's ears and eyes. 

Go — fare thee well ! but harkye — have a care 
Of atiunbles, leat thou mar thy fragile ware ! 

Howes. 



EPISTLE X17. 
TO HIS STEWARD, 



WHOM HORACE GENTLY BIDICULES FOH HIS FICKLENESS 
IN BECOMING TUIED OF THE COUNTRY, FOB WHICH 
HE RATI BO LATELY LONGED. 

" ViUke sih'at-um ei mihi me reddenlis agelli." 
Dear Bailiff of the woody wild domain 
"Whose peace restores me -to myself again, — 
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(A sprightlier scene it aeema, thy taste requires, 
To Varia thou)^li it send five sturdy sires 
The lords of five good households) — ^let us see 
If I £i-om thorns and briars can better free 
My mind, or thou my farm ; and which is found 
In fairer culture, Horace or his ground. 

Me though my Lamia's deep and tender grief 
(Mourning witli anguished heart that scorns relief 
A brother lost— a brother snatched away 
In manhood's prime) tempts to prolong my stay ; 
My restless soul still thither casts from Borne 
A wistful look, as to lier proper home ; 
And, like the racer, pants for her discharge 
To burst the barriei- and to roam at lai'ge. 
A country -life's the haven of my rest ; 
To thee no mortal but in town seems blest. 
No wonder, when another's lot alone 
Atti'acta our wishes, if we loath our own. 
Differing in taste, our folly is the same, 
While each absurdly thinks the place to blame. 
Nor sees the fault all in the mind to lie — 
The mind which never from itself can fly. 

Erewhile a city-drudge, thy silent prayer 
Was all for country quiet — country air : 
A Bailiff now, thy taste more squeamish grows, 
And pants for town, the bagnios and the shows. 
For me, thou know'st that free from vain caprice, 
Consistent with myself, and of a piece, 
Whene'er for Eome curst business bids me start, 
I quit the country with a heavy heart- 
Fancy, methinks, has tinged with vai'ious dyea 
Things to om' view, and here the difference lies. 
What thou ahhor'st as dreary trackless dells, 
I hail as shades where tranquil silence dwells,- 
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And deprecate the life which thou would'st choose : 
The greasy cook-shop, and the steaming stews 
Give thee (I see} a yeaiiiing wish for town, 
And make thee view with a fastidious frown 
That little nook of mine, which would produce 
Soonei-, perhaps, than the grape's luscious juice. 
Pepper or frankincense ;— no tavern nigh 
Which may with brimming can thy thirst supply, — 
No minstrel -wench to whose soft rebeck's sound 
Thou may'st with lumping footstep beat the ground. 
, And yet thou'rt fain to ply thy rustic toil, — 
To turn with busy spade th' unbroken soil, 
Or tend the steer unharnessed from the plough. 
And feast with leaves fresh-gathered fi-om the bough. 
Oft, swoln with rain, the brook augments thy care. 
Which moimds must teach the sunny mead to spare. 

Now leam how much we difler : — I who drest 
So smart with perfumed locks and silken vest, — 
I whom (thou know'st} the venal jilt could please 
And Cinara's fevours won without the fees, — 
I who fi'om midnoon with convivial souls 
Would sit carousing o'er Faleraian bowls, — 
Now praise the frugal mtal and sober glass, 
With slumbers near a fountain on the gi'ass, 
Nor think, I blush, now that the blood nins cool. 
At folUes past, hut still to play the fool. 
There none my privacy with rancour spy, 
Nor scan my comforts with malignant eye : 
The neighbom-8 do but smile and ai'chly nod 
To see me turn the stone or braise the clod. 
Among the city-slaves thou sigh'st to gnaw 
Their stinted meal — that way thy wishes draw : 
Meanwhile the town-dindge envies thee the use 
Of what those gardens, groves, and herds produce. 
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Thus Uie slow ox, it secins, in earnest now 
■Would wear the saddle, and the itack-horee plough. 
My counsel ia that each contented sit, 
And ply in peace the craft for which he's fit. 

Howes. 



KPISTLE XV. 
TO NUMONIUS VALA 

OK WHOM liORACE MAKES VARlOtTS INQUIItlES RF.GARDISG 
THK CMSIATK AKD WODE Of LU'E AT VELIA AND 
8ALERNUM, WHITHER HE HAD BEEN KECOMAIENDED 
TO GO FOR ma HEALTH. 

" Qtue sil hwms Value rjiwil culuin, VaUi, Salemi," 
How blows the wintry breeze on Velia's coast. 
What balmy sky Salenium has to boast, 
"What race of mortals in those regions dwell, 
And what the roads, — all this, my Vala ! tell. 
For know, Aiitouius, deep in medicine's lore. 
Warns me to court the Bitinn nymphs no more : 
Indeed tlieir fnvonr I have well-nigh lost, 
Using the cold-bath in mid winter's fi'ost ; 
Nor is the Tillage pleased with one that roves 
In seai'ch of health from her fair nijTtle- groves 
And spring sulphureous, which (we're told) contains 
Vii'tue to chase sharp humom-s from the veins, 
To Gabii'a cooler bowers, and dare% to lave 
His head and breast in Clusium's gelid wave. 
Perforce then I must change my route, and leai 
To push my nag beyond th' accustomed turn : 
" So ho there ! not to Cumie is our course 
Or Baiie now." — Thus haply to his horse, 
(Whose ear, you know, in his curbed muzzle lies) 
Twitching the left-hand rein, the rider cries. 
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But to return — whicli ti-act grows finer flour ; — 
Whether they tlrink the cistern-treasured shower, 
Or draw pure water from the hubbling well ; — 
(For of that country's vintage, ti'uth to tell, 
I reck not much : when on my own loved spot, 
I sip my sober glass and care not what ; 
But, when to the sea-side I hie me down, 
I ask a mellower di'aught my cares to drown. 
Something that may a genial hope inspire. 
Bid my veins tingle, set my soul on iii-e, 
Glow on my tongue, and grace me with the air 
Of youth to flirt with the Lucaman fair) — 
In fine — which coast with choicer fish ia stored ; — 
Which caa more lev'rets — which more boars afi'ord ; 
That thence I may in sleek Phieacian plight 
Eetm-n ; — 'tis mine to credit, yours to write. 

When Mienius Lad at one fell swoop got f[uit 
Of his paternal wealth, and turned a wit ; 
A vagrant zany prowling to and fro, 
One that aharp-set discerned not Mend from foe, — 
With foul-mouthed ribaldry bespattering all. 
The pest — gulf — ijuagmire of each butcher's stall; 
Whatever tit-bit he made shift, to draw 
Within bis toils, he gave to his huge maw. 
But if from neither those that feared the sinner 
Nor those that favoured, he could squeeze a dinner, 
Sheep's-head or tripe, at home, plate after plate — 
Enough to surfeit three starved bears— he ate ; 
And, Bestius-like, of thiift the champion staunch, 
Swore Luxury should be branded in the paunch. 
But if he poimced upon some goodlier prey, 
When all soon turned to dust and ashes lay, 
" By heaven ! " he'd cry, " I marvel not if men 
Have gormandized theii' substance now and then ; 
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Since the world's wealth is nothing-worUi beside 
A plump thrush roftsted mid sow's odder fried." 

Such is your friend : — When costlier viands fail, 
I praise contentment and at grandeur rail; 
Adod, if peradventure to my share 
Fall some haut-gout — some more than meagre fare. 
Then — who so blessed as they whose wealth aboiindll 
In glittering seats and princely pleasure-grounds 1 

Howes. I 

EPI9TLE XVI. 

TO QUINTIUS.' 



" Ne percmteris, fundus mews, optime QuincH" 
Lest, Quintius 1 you inquire if my domain 
Feast me with olives or enrich with grain, 
Or boast its orchard, vine-clad elm, or lawn, — 
With prattling pencil see the landscape di-awn. 
Hills lift their heads in one unbroken chain, 
Save where disparted by a sombre glen, 
Yet so that this side greets the morning ray 
While on its left eve's dewy sunbeams play. 
The air would charm you. What if round me grow 
On many a bush the coniel and the sloe — 
If oak and ilex lavishly afford 
Food to my flocks and shelter to theii- lord ? 
You'd swear 'twas but Tarentum brought more nea. 
To spread her shades and wave her fohage here. 
A spring that to a river might give name. 
Such that not Hebrus shines in Thracian fame 

• Sniijioaei! to bo Quintiua Crispiui;!!;, Consul in A.P.c. 726. 
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More cool oi" pui"e, here gently bubbling frees 
"Weak heads and sickly stomachs from disease. 
These fav'rite (let me add, these fair) retreats 
Secure me hale in mid September's heats, 

You live, my friend ! full well, if 'tis your care 
To realize the character you bear ; 
Whom we at liome with one consent commend 
Aa blest in full. But much I apprehend 
Lest on this tiukUah subject you be prone 
To trust all judgments rather than your own : 
I fear the fact be not yet understood 
That none are happy save the wise and good : 
I fear lest, if the world but hail you sound, 
You'd fain disguise the fever, when around 
Bich dishes smoke, till sudden death appal 
And from your palsied grasp tlie goblet fall. 
A false and foolish shame will often hide 
The festering sore, when balms should be applied. 
Should one your victories chaunt by sea and land, 
Your fond ear greeting with these accents bland ; 
" Whether the people more your safety will 
Or you the people's, Jove keep doubtful still, 
Whose watchful eye protects both them and you ! "- 
Such praises, as to Csesnr only due. 
You doubtless would disclaim. When to the skies 
Extolled, as of consummate worth and wise, 
Does conscience recognise this airy claim. 
As if you answered to your proper name ? 
" To shine," you say, " for wisdom and for worth 
Charms you and me and every soul on earth." 
Yet think — who proffer their good word to-day, 
Will, if they list, to-morrow take away : 
Just as the Fasces, for the slightest cause. 
The same authority which gave, withdraws. 
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" Down with j-onr mace ! " sfly they; " 'tis our deBire|3 

I lay it down, look foolish, and retire. 

Yet, should that people brand rae with the name 

Of thief, denounce me pathic lost to shame, 

Or swear I had my father strangled — say. 

Shall I turn pale and shudder with dismay ? 

Whom hut the worthless should false honour charm Ij 

Whom hut the cheat should false reproach alarm ? 

Youi- upright man is one, who curbed by awe 

Marks well the statute's text, and steers by law ; 

Whose balanced judgment many a jury guides ; 

Whose bail secures ; whose evidence decides. 

Yet him friends, neighbours, kindred see the while 

Without all varnish and within all guile. 

Suppose my slave with flippant pertnesa say — 
" I never robbed you. Sir, nor ran away : " 
" Good " — I reply ; " and, if your tale be true, 
" What then ? — you are not whipped ; you have yo] 

due." 
" I'm not a mm'd'rer." " Tut — nor one of those 
Destmed to grace a cross aud feast the crows." 
" I'm dutiful aud thrifty." Here occurs 
A doubt ; the wary Sabine here demurs ; 
" For why — sly wolves the pitfall shun with care. 
Pikes the suspected hook, and hawks the snare. 
The good hate vice, for virtue's sake ; but you. 
For fear lest pains and penalties ensue. 
Set these a little out of sight — 'tis plain 
You'd straight confound things sacred with profane. ' 
What tho' amid a thousand pecks of beans 
You steal but one — the damage by these raeana 
Is lighter, not the guilt." Thus he, whom all 
Hail just, of every coui-t and judgment-hall 
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The gaze and pride, if he would win the ear 
Of heav'n by sacrifice of awine or steer, 
Hails thee aloud, Apollo ! — -with much show 
Hails, Janus ! thee ; — then adds in whisper low : 
" Grant, fair Lavenia ! tlie imposinfj guise 
Of sanctity ; throw dust in the world's eyes ; 
Grant me to seem the thing that I am not ; 
In darkness veil each vice — ^in clouds each plot ! " 

How he, that burns with covetous desire 
And for a farthing lost would rake the mii-e, 
Stands in the scale of fi-eedom one degree 
Above the humblest slave, I cannot see. 
For he, that craves, will fear too ; and whom feara 
Enthral, no ireeman to my mind appeal's, 
The arms of Virtue he has tljrown away 
And left her sentry-post, who night and day 
Toils in amassing wealth. But hold ! 'tis well : — 
Forbear to kill the captive you can sell, 
He'll do the public drudgery ! let him keep 
The kine, and plough the soil, and tend the sheep : 
Let him bear fardels, and on ship-board brave 
The roughest terrors of the wintry wave. 
He'll serve to keep the markets down, to di'ain 
Home-produce and import the foreign grain. 

Not 80 the wise and good man ; lie will say 
"Wliat Bacchus does to Pentheiis in the play : — 
" On thy poor prisoner, king ! what penal woes, 
"What torments undeserved wouldst thou impose ? " — 
" I'll stiup thee of tJiygoods." "What goods? my plate, 
My house, my couches, cattle, and estate ? 
Take them." "Bound hand and foot I'll keep thee still 
In durance vile." " My god, whene'er I will. 
Himself shall loose me." Moaning Death, I trow — 
Death — the last tei-m of human weal and woe. 



Howes. 
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EPISTLE XVII. 

TO SCEVA. 

ON THE ART OP A PLACE-HUNTER. 

" Quamvis, Scm;a, satis per te tibi consulis et scis.^' 

Tho' with the great to deal, my Scaeva ! well 

You wot, and need no monitor to tell, 

Take some poor hints from one who must in turn 

Frankly acknowledge he has much to learn ; 

As if the blind should point the road. Yet see 

If something worth your thought fall ev'n from me. 

If after dawn one hour of calm repose. 
With snug retirement, please — if taverns, shows. 
And dust and brawls and rumbling carts offend — 
No more — to quiet Ferentinum bend 
Your steps ; there fix the haven of your rest ; 
For not Ambition's sons alone are blest ; 
Nor fares he ill, who making peace his own, 
Steals from the cradle to the grave unknown. 

But, would you serves your kindred — ^would you share 
Yourself a somewhat more indulgent fare. 
Go, seek some lordly board without delay ! 
" To supper with what appetite you may ! '* 
When one,* who hated courtiers from his heart, 
Growled out — " If Aristippus knew the art 
To dine content on potherbs, he would spurn 
To court the great " — " Aj^e," quoth the sage in turn; 
*' And he who knew the great man's smile to gain. 
By my advice your potherbs would disdain." 
Declare now, which of these contending schools 
You favour : or (compliant with the rides 

* Diogenes. 
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Of eldership) hear, tried by reason's test, 
Why Aristippus' system likes me best. 
For thas with keen retort, as history shows. 
He parried off the snarling Cynic's blows : 
" I act the zany fairly with a view 
To serve myself— to please the rahble you, 
I pay my court — (what's nobler ?) — that a steed 
May bear me, purple clothe, and monarchs feed, 
You beg scant offal, smaller than the small, 
Then brag forsooth you have no wants at aU ! " 
All states of life the supple sage became ; 
All hues of fortune found him still the same : 
On higher things his eye was mostly bent ; 
With present things his heart was still content. 
Not so the churl, whom hardihood of hmb 
In mantle of coai'se drugget wraps : on him, 
'Twere marvel, if, for sufferance only fit, 
A change of circmnstance with ease could sit. 
The one ne'er tames for his fine-spun vest ; 
But, in whatever garb chance offers drest, 
Saunters among the throng, and boasts the art 
In either character to top his part. 
Cloth of Milesian textui'e t'other flies 
As a mad dog or asp. He starves — he dies — 
If you restore him not his rug. Restore, 
And let him live the fool he was before ! 

If to dii-ect the helm of state, and show 
To shouting multitudes the captive foe, 
Above all earthly majesty raised high, 
Soai-a to the throne of Jove and tempts the sky ; 
Of chiefs and statesmen, sure to win the grace 
L Holds not in glory's scale the lowest place, 
make the port of Corinth, we are told, 
Is to the lot of none except the bold. 
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Who doubts his pow'r, had best sit still : — Agreed ; 
But wliat of those more venturous who succeed ? 
Lies there not gallant fiimness at the root ? — 
Why here, or nowhere, hangs the point we moot. 
Th\% dreads an enterprise which, he conceives, 
blocks his poor strength ; that dares it, and achieves. 
Unless all virtue be an empty name. 
The palm of honour is the adventurer's claim. 

The}^ who their ovm distress forbear to din 
In their rich patron's ear, more favour win 
Than the importunate. It differs much 
To grasp the 'prxzey and modestly to touch 
The present. Yet here lies the source — the end. 
From which our efiFoiijs spring — to which they tend. 
The teasing fool, who clamours every hour — 
*' My mother starves ; my sister lacks a dower ; 
My fields, alas ! are little worth to sell, 
Yet insufficient to maintain me well " — 
Says in effect, " Please, gentlefolks ! to show 
Compassion on the poor ! your alms bestow ! " 
Then chimes some other to the self-same tune — 
" Oh, pity me ! let me too share the boon ! " 
Had but the crow in silence deigned to eat. 
His rivals had been less and more his meat. 

Whoe'er, when kindly summoned on a ride 
Forth to Brundusium by his patron's side 
Or fair Surrentum, all the way complains 
Of rugged roads, sharp winds, and pelting rains, — 
Or (which is worse) deplores beyond due measure 
His ransacked baggage and his rifled treasure, — 
Apes the sly jilt, who ever and anon 
Sobs for her necklace lost, her bracelet gone ; 
Until, the trick grown stale, her genuine grief 
And real losses gain but small belief. 
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None care, when they have once found out the cheat, 
To lift the canting cripple from the street : 
Tho' many an unfeigned tear his eyes let fall — 
By great Osiris let him swear, and bawl — 
" Help, cruel neighbours, help ! 'tis truth I tell : " 
" Seek elsewhere, knave ! " cry they; " we know thee 
well/' 

Howes. 



EPISTLE XVIII. 

TO LOLLIUS.* 

" Si hens te novi, nietices, Uberrime Lolli.'* 

LoLLius, if well I know your heart, 
Your liberal spirit scorns an art 
That can to sordid flattery bend, 
And basely counterfeit the friend ; 
For such the difi'erence, I ween. 
The flatterer and friend between. 
As is betwixt a virtuous dame 
And women of uncertain fame. 

Behold, in opposite excess, 
A different vice, though nothing less ; 
Rustic, inelegant, uncouth, 
With shaggy beard, and nasty tooth. 
That fondly would be thought to be 
Fair virtue, and pure liberty. 
But virtue in a medium Kes, 
From whence these different follies rise. 

Another, with devotion fervent, 
Is more than your obsequious servant ; 

* To whom the second epistle of this book is inscribed. 
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Admitted as an bomble guest, 

Where men of money break their jest, 

He waits the nod, wth awe profound. 

And catthes ere it reach the ground 

The falling joke, and echoes back the sound. \ 

A school-boy thus, with humble air, 

Repeats to pedagogue severe ; 

Thus players act an under part, 

And fear to put forth all their art. 

Another in dispute engages, 
With nonsense armed for nothing rages, 
"My word of honour not believed ? 
Or my opinion not received ? 
And shall I, whether right or wrong, 
Be forced, forsooth, to hold ray tongue ? 
No : at a price so base and mean, 
I would a thousand lives disdain." 

But what's the cause of all this rage ? 
Who's the best actor on the stage ; 
Or to which road you best may tm'n ye. 
If to Brundusium lies your journey. 

Now, LoUius, mark the wretch's fate 
Who lives dei)endent on the great. 
If the precipitating dice, — 
If Venus be liis darhng vice, — 
If vanity his wealth consumes. 
In dressing, feasting, and pei-fumes, — 
If thii'st of gold his bosom sways, 
A thirst which nothing can appease, — 
If poverty with shame he views, ' 

And wealth with every vice pm"sues, — 

My lord, more vicious as more great, 
Views him with horror, and wili hate ; 
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At least, shall o'er him tyrftnnisc, 
And like a fond mamma advise, 
Who bids her darling daughter shuu 
The paths of folly she had run. 

" T hink not," he cries, " to live like me ; 
My wealth supports my vonity ; 
Your folly should be moderate, 
Proportioned to a small estate." 

Eutrapelus,* in merry mood, 
The object of his wrath pursued. 
And where he deepest vengeance meant, 
Fine clothes, with cruel bounty, sent ; 
For when the happy coxcomb's dressed, 
Strange hopes and projects fill his breast ; 
He sleeps till noon, nor will he, listless 
Of fame or fortune, leave his mistress. 
Lavish he feeds the usurer's store. 
And when the miser lends no more, 
He leams the gladiator's art. 
Or humbly drives a gardener's cart. 

Stiive not with mean, unhandsome lore. 
Your patron's bosom to explore. 
And let not wine or anger wrest 
Th' intrusted secret from your breast. 

Nor blame the pleasures of your friend. 
Nor to your own too earnest bend ; 
Nor idly court the froward muse, 
"While he the vigorous chase pursues. 
Humours like these could fatal prove 
To Zethus' and Amphion's love,+ 

* A Botiian fameil for his uit ; lie hoped by the gift of fine gormeDtg 
to ftllore hie encmiGS into extravagant and luiurious hahits. The 
nuns waa given to P. Volamniiu oa aecooat of his wit 

f ZethuB and AnipJiioD were ions of Jupiter and Antiope. Atnphion 
pkyed the 1^, bnt Zethus hat»d mnaic, and to retain his brother's 
Tore and society Anphiun gave np hia favotuite aGComplishmeiii. 
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Until Amphion kind complied^ 

And laid tli' offensive IjTe aside. 

So to your patron's will give way, 

His gentle insolence obey, 

And when he pours into the plain 

His hoi*ses, hounds, and hunting train. 

Break from the peevish Muse away, |l 

Divide the toils, and share the prey. 

The chase was by our sires esteemed 
Healthful, and honourable deemed. 
Thy swiftness far the hound's exceeds ; 
The boar beneath thy javelin bleeds, 
And who, like thee, with grace can wield 
The weapons of the martial field, 
Or with such loud applause as thine 
Amidst the youthful battle shine ? 

In the destructive war of Spain 
Early you made your fii'st campaign. 
Beneath a leader, who regains 
Our eagles from the Parthian fanes, 
Who boundless now extends his sway. 
And bids a willing world obey. 

Lollius, though all your actions rise 
From judgment temperate and wise. 
Yet oft at home you can unbend, 
And even to trijBing sports descend. 
Your little boats, with mimic rage, 
Like Actium's mighty fleets engage ; 
Your lake like Adrians ocean spreads, 
The adverse war your brother leads, 
Till Victory her wings display, 
And crown the conqueror of the day. 
Csesar, who finds that you approve 
His taste, shall your diversions love. 
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If my advice regard may claim, 
Be tender of anotlier's fame, 
And be the man with caution tried 
In whose discretion you confide. 
Th' impertinent be sui^e to hate ; 
Who loves to ask, will love to prate. 
Ears, that unfold to every tale, 
Intrusted secrets ill conceal, 
And you shall wish, but -wish in vain, 
To call the fleeting words again. 

With cautious judgment, o'er and o'er, 
The mau you recommend explore. 
Lest, when the scoundrers better known, 
You bluah for en'ors not your own. 
I' hen frankly give him up to shame. 
But boldly guard the injured fame 
Of a well-known and valued friend, 
With vigour and with zeal defend ; 
For, be assured, when he's defamed. 
At you the envenomed shaft is aimed. 
When flames youi- neighbour's dwelling seize, 
Your own with instant rage sholl blaze ; 
Then haste to stop the spreading fire. 
Which, if neglected, rises higher. 

Untried, how sweet a court attendance ! 
When tried, bow di'eadful the dependance ! 
Yet, while your vessel's under sail. 
Be sure to catch the flying gale, 
Lest adverse winds, with rapid force, 
Should beai' you from your destined course. 

The grave, a gay companion shun ; 
Far from the sad the jovial run ; 
The gay, the witty, and sedate. 
Are objects of each other's hate. 



336 THE EPISTLES OF HORACE. 

And they, who qnaff their midnight glass. 
Scorn them, who dare their bmnper pass. 
Although they loudly swear, they dread 
A sick debauch, and aching head. 

Be every look serenely gay. 
And drive all cloudy cares away. 
The modest oft too dark appear. 
The silent, thoughtful and severe. 

Consult with care the learned page ; 
Inquire of every scienced sage. 
How you may glide with gentle ease 
Adown the current of your days. 
Nor vexed by mean and low desires, 
Nor waimed by wild ambition's fires. 
By hope alarmed, depressed by fear. 
For things but little worth your care ; 
Whether fair Virtue's hallowed rules 
Proceed from Nature, or the schools ; 
What may the force of care suspend, 
And make you to yourself a friend ; 
Whether the tranquil mind and pure, 
Honom's and wealth, our bliss insure. 
Or down through life unknown to stray, 
Where lonely leads the silent way. 

When happy in my rural scene. 
Whose fountain, chills the shuddering swain, 

Such is my prayer " Let me possess 

My present wealth, or even less. 
And if the bounteous gods design 
A longer life, that life be mine. 
Give me of books the mental cheer ; 
Of Wealth, sufficient for a year. 
Nor let me float in Fortune's power, 
Dependent on the future hour. 
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To Jove for life and wealth I pray, 
These Jove may give, or take away, 
But, for a firm and tranquil tnind, 
Tliat blussing in myself I'll find." 



EPISTLE SIX. 
TO M^CENAS. 
" Pmo) si credia, Maemas docte, Gratino," 
To old Crntinns * if you credit give, 
No water-drinker's verses long shall live, 
Or long shall please. Among his motley fold, 
(Satyrs and fanns), when Bacchus had enrolled 
The brain-sick rhymer, soon the tuneful Nine 
At morning breathed, and not too sweet, of wine. 

"When Homer sings the joys of wine, 'tis plain 
Great Homer was not of a soher strain ; 
And father f Ennius, till with di-inking fired. 
Was never to the martial song inspired. 
Let thirsty spirits make the bar their choice. 
Nor dare in cheerful song to raise their voice. 

Soon as I spoke, our bards, before they write, 
Smell of their wine all day, and tipple all the night. 
What ! if with naked feet and savage air, 
Cato's ehort coat some mimic coxcomb wear, 
Say, shall his habit and affected gloom 
Great Cato's manners, or his worth assume ? 

Cordus, the Moor, while stndious how to please 
With well-bred i-ailleiy, and learned ease, 

* Ad Atlienian poet ottha Old Comeiiy, bom b.d. £49. 

t So called becauw ha was one of tho earliest of the Bomnn po«ti. 
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To rival gay Timagenes he tried, 
Yet burst with disappointed spleen and pride ; 
By such examples many a coxcomb's caught. 
Whose art can only imitate a fault. 

Should I by chance grow pale, our bardlings think 
That bloodless cumin's the true rhyming drink.* \ 

Ye wretched mimics, whose fond heats have been. 
How oft ! the objects of my mirth and spleen. 
Through open worlds of rhyme I dared to tread 
In paths unknown, by no bold footsteps led ; 
Who on himself relies with conscious pride 
Most certainly the buzzing hive shall guide. 
To keen iambics I first tuned the lyre. 
And warmed with great Archilochus's fire 
His rapid numbers chose, but shunned with care. 
The style that drove Lycambes to despair, t 

I feared to change the structure of his line, 
But shall a short-lived wreath be therefore mine ? 
Sappho, whose verse with manly spirit glows, — 
Even great Alcseus his iambics chose. 
In diflferent stanzas though he forms his lines, 
And to a theme more merciful inclines ; 
No perjured sire vdth blood-stained verse pursues, 
Nor ties, in damning rhyme, his fair one's noose. 
I first attempted in the lyric tone, 
His numbers, to the Roman lyre unknown. 
And joy that works of such unheard-of taste 
By men of worth and genius were embraced. 

But would you know why some condemn abroad. 
Thankless, unjust, what they at home applaud ? 



* Dioscorides assures us that cumin will make people pale who drink 
it, or wash themselves with it. — Francis, 

t A cruel satire which made Lycambes hang himself. 
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I purchase not the venal critic's vote 

With costly suppers, or a threadbare coat ; * 

The works of titled wits I never hear, 

Nor vengeful in my turn assault their ear, 

The tribe of grnramar pedants I despise, 

And hence these tears of spleen and anger rise. 

I hlusli in grand assemblies to repeat 

My worthless works, and give such trifles weight ; 

Yet these professions they with wonder hear — 

" No. You reserve them for dread Csesar's ear ; 

With your own beauties charmed, you surely know 

Your verses with a honeyed sweetness flow." 

Nor dare I rally with such dangerous folk, 

Lest I he torn to pieces for a joke, 

Yet beg they would appoint another day, 

A place more proper to decide the iray, 

For jests a fearful strife and anger breed. 

Whence quarrels fierce, and funeral wars proceed. 

Fhancis. 



1*^ TO HIS BOOK. 

A FAEEWELL ADDRESS ON ITS PUBLICATION. 
" Verlumnum Janumqite, liber, »peciare videris.''' 
So then, to Janus and Vertamnus, Book ! 
T 
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Thou seem'st at length to throw a wistful look ; 
Where tricked and vai'nished by the Soaian + hand, 
High on the venal shelf thou long'st to stand. 



I cnstomaty, ftt an election fi 
prasent of a suit ol' clotheB to a votat ; bat 
Uiey sent clothes which, hud besn worn. — San. 
■f- The 8o9u were the ehiaf bookasUers of Rome. 
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Yes, yea — I see, thy shy reserye is fled ; 
Averse to locks and bolts thou would'st be read : 
And, slightinf; nil my counsel, bidst adiea 
To private ears, to court the public view. 

Well, have thy will, and go thy way ! but leam, 
"When once dismissed, thou never canst return. 
Fool that I WHS .' methlnks I hear thee cry, 
When some fastidious critic flings thee by, 
Or some admirer satiate of thy charms 
Thrusts thee all torn and rumpled from his arms. 
But, if I read thy destinies aright 
Nor mists of self-love dim the prophet's sight, 
"While novelty and youth's attractive bloom 
Endure, thou shalt be much caressed at Rome. 
But, when the vulgar touch thy beauty soils. 
The silent moth shall batten on thy spoils ; 
Or to far Afric's coast thou shalt be sent 
Or Spain, fast bound in odious banishment. 
Then he, whose warning voice thou would'st not hear. 
Shall sUght thy Bufferings and deride thy fear, — 
Like him who once, his restive ass to mock, 
Threw up the reins and drove him o'er the rock. 
Nor is this all : — For, when the prime is past. 
Old-age with lisping accents shall at last 
Surprise thee teaching school-boys to repeat 
Their daUy task in every dirty street. 

Thou then, what time the sun's intenser ray 
Summons around thee many a listener, say — 
That, tho' a freedman's son, in fortune's spite 
I imped my pinions for a prouder flight. 
And soared aloof. Thus, what I lack in birth. 
To make amends, shall swell the score of wo) 
Say too that by the great — by men confessed 
Supreme in peace and war — ^I was caressed. 
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Afld that I loved to bask in summer sties, 
Waa grey betimes, in stature under size, 
And quick to wrath ; yet that my bitterest rage 
Ne'er rankled. Tell tliem, if they ask my age, 
Lolliua and Lepidus the state controlled 
When four and forty sana had o'er me rolled. 

Howes. 
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EPISTLE I. 

TO AUGUSTUS CAESAR. 



" Cum tot smtiiims et lania neffolia eohis.'" 
Cj;sab ! while you sustain a nation's weight, 
Immersed in toils so vaiioua and so great, — 
While you the Roman realm in arms dtfend, 
Call back to virtue, and with laws amend, — 
He that with prohx pen such houi-s should steal 
Might seem to trespass on the public weal. 

The worthies who achieved high deeds of old, 
Since for those deeds among the Gods em'olled, 
Rome's founder, — Bacchus, — Leda's twin-born pride, 
While yet alive their generous toils tliey plied — 
To tame wild hordes, put lawless rebels down, 
Mark the new settlement, and rear the town — 
Mourned that the world, still blind to merit new, 
Withheld the guerdon to their exploits due. 
Ev'n he who crushed the far-famed Hydra's rage 
And dared so long a fateful war to wage 
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With monsters dire, those monsters all o'ertiirown, 
Fouud Envy coul<l l>c qnclled by Death alone. 
For why — eacli weak aspirant's twinkling rays 
Fade in these p'eater luminaries' blaze ; 
But, Boon as death has quenched theii- scorching beauij 
Bivals turn friends ajid those that railed, esteem. 

But yoiir deserts maturer honom's claim, 
And shiinea already consecrate your name, — 
All prompt to own, ere yet you mount the skies, 
Tliat nothing such has ris'u nor e'er shall rise. 
And yet your people (wisely thus and well 
On this one point agreed, that you excel, 
Whose name they justly rank while yet on earth 
Above all Greek — above all Roman worth) 
In books metlmJts far other taste display 
And fi'ame their judgments in a coarser way. 
Each loathes with scorn whatever wears the bloom 
Of novelty and smells not of the tomb ; 
Each of depai'ted worth the praises rings : 
Name the Decemv'ral code — some league our kings 
With Gabii or rude Sabines sealed of yore — 
The Pontiffs' books — the Sibyl's musty lore — 
Their rapture knows no bound. The sacred Nine 
On Alba's hill, say they, inspired each line ! 

But if, because in Greece, with genius blest 
So long, the earliest bards are held the best. 
In the same scale we Roman talent weigh 
"Where baixls and books are things of yesterday, — 
I say no more — such sophists may as well 
Sweai' olives have no kernel, nuts no shell I 
Consummate masters in each branch of art, 
We sons of wit forsooth have topped our part ; 
And polished Athens bows to Roman skill 
In picture, music, wi'estling — what you will I 
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1i verse, like wine, improve by ripeDiug age. 
What period, pray, stamps value on the page ? 
To eud all parley draw yoiu- landmark clear : 
A bard, suppose, has reached hia hundredth yeai' ; — 
I fain would leara if praise he deemed hia due 
As ancient, or contempt as vile and new. 
" He o'er whose grave one hundred suns have rolled 
May be pronounced a claasic good and old." 
But should he want a month or year perhaps, — 
Muat he maintain hia station or relapse, — 
Tow'r mid the faultless wits of other days, 
Or mixed with modern trash renounce all praise ? 
" For one short month he forfeits not his place; 
Come, grant him, if yon will, a twelvemonth's grace." 
To take the heence giv'n I shall not fail ; 
And, like the hairs from which the horse's tail. 
Though singly pulled, yet all at last decay. 
So I tliose years pluck one by one away. 
Till my opponent, by fail' logic beat, 
Shall find the ground sink fast beneath his feet, 
Who nms to dates, weighs genius by the year, 
And hails no worth till sanctioned by the bier. 

Ennius, in precept sage, in spirit bold, 
That second Homer, as our critics hold, 
Seems oft methinks his promise to neglect, 
And brings his Samian dreams to small effect. 
Nffivius (so much is time the soul of veree !) 
None read, but all can fresh by heart rehearse. 
In balancing their worth if questions rise 
Which yields to wliich, Pacuvius bears the prize 
Of studious art — Accius of loftiness ; 
Afranius well, it seems, in Itoman dress 
Hits off Mc-nander ; Plautus more, they say, 
In Epicharmus the SicJUan's way 
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Fours with bold negligence lus rapid lines ; 
Terence in skill, in force CiGcilius shines. 
Tliese bards greut Itome commits to memory ; tbese 
111 crowdt'd pita her ravialicd audience please : 
These are her stnndard favoimtes on the stage 
From elder Livius to the present age. 

The people's voice is sometimes just and tnie ; 
But times occur when it can blunder too. 
If it pronounce with hyperbolic praise 
That nothing can surpass those antique lays — 
Nothing come near their worth, 'tis cleaiiy wi-ong. 
But if it candidly admit their song 
Charged with old-fashioned rudeness, coarse in grain, 
Uncouth in parts, and slov'nly in the main, 
'Tis clearly right ; its voice accords with mine ; 
And Jove's own grace shall on the verdict shine. 

Not that I would at all those veterans flout. 
Or wish old Livius wholly blotted out, 
Whom, I remember well, with iron rule 
Orhilius taught me to repeat at school : 
But, when I hear them called to the last touch 
Correct and exquisite, I marvel much : 
In whom if haply starts me here and there 
Some well-turned phrase — some line of smoothness rare. 
It covei-s flaws unmunbered, drags along 
Whole pages, and accredits all the song. 
I hate to hear a work assailed with blame 
Not for its own dull thoughts or texture tamo, 
But for its newness ; and for ancient hards 
Not pardon claimed, but honour and rewards. 
Should I of Atta's piece a doubt ohtnide 
Whether it tread the boards all flow'r-bestrewed.* 
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With foot erect, some frowning senior snys 
That lost to shame are these degenerate (lays, 
When scenes, that gi'ave ^aopus used to act 
Or artfal Eoscius, are with sneers attacked ! 
Is it that self-love dims tlieir eye, which sees 
No worth hilt what has clmnced themselves to I'lease ? 
Or that they cannot brook the foul disgrace 
Of bon-owing counsel from a rising race, — 
And, stiff in prepossession, proudly spurn 
In age their childhood's lesson to unlearn ? 
Go to — the Salian liynm that Numa * wrote 
Who praises, and affects to know and quote 
What neither he nor I can comprehend, 
Seeks not departed genius to befriend. 
Nor bums with zeal for bards of centuries past ; 
But us depreciates — us and oui's would blast. 
Yet had the Greeks thus scrupled to allow 
Ought that was new, what had been ancient now ? 
Or whence had ijublic use derived this store 
Of volumes to be thumbed and tumbled o'er ? 
When, resting from her deeds of ainns, fair Greece 
Voluptuous revelled in the lap of peace, 
Soon wanton waxed, she now would take the lead 
In feats gymnastic, now would train the steed ; 
In ivoiy, stone, or brass she loved to trace 
The sculptured form and mould the living gi-ace ; 
Or on the coloured canvas boldly sought 
To rivet each enraptured eye and thought ; — 

'Now to the Comic pipe gave eager ear ; 

KNow shed o'er Tragic scenes soft pity's t«ar. 

[ " Nnma composed lijmns in honour of Mars, vihiah v 
Ilia priests. Ttiey were colled axanuinia, becaune they 
upon tables of wood, axes. The language of them was grovru so dark 
and obaolete, that Cicero conftsses he did not undotstand them ; and 
Qointilian sapi, in his time they irere acarce intelligilile 1 
BaeJves. — Franeii. 
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As frisking round his nurse Bome infant boy 

With wayward humour shifts the vna-igus toy. 

So every art in turn witli wistful eye 

She viewed — then fliuig the sliort-lived bauble by. 

What moves om- love — or what our hate — so mach. 

But soon it veers at fashion's magic touch ! 

Thus throve variety — thus seldom fails 

To thrive — with gentler peace and prosp'rous gales II 

In Rome 'twa^ long our fathers' joy and pride 
At early dawn nith poi-tals opened wide 
On knotty iioints to clear each client's doubt ; 
And gi'eat the cai-e to put their money out 
With all due foims secured : experienced age 
Would teafh, and youth imbibe, in precepts sage, 
The ways and means to make their fmids increase 
By honest thiift, and bid vain luxuiy cease. 
The fickle pubhc now has changed its tone. 
Stung with the lust of scribbling verae alone. 
Crowned at the festive board with bays, grave sii'es i 
And striplings dictate what the muse inspires. 
Ev'n I, who pen no rhyme as I've averred, 
Prove falser than the Parthian to my word, 
And, ere the sun is risen, awake and bawl 
For parchment, pens, and ink, in haste to scrawl. 

None steer the ship but those in steerage versed ; J 
Those who would practise nied'cine, leani it fii'st : 
And few will, ere the art is understood. 
Mix for the sick a dose of southern-wood : 
Smiths ply the smithy ; and the proverb rules 
None but adepts should meddle with edged tools : 
Verse is the only art each thinks he knows ; 
And, learned or illiterate, all compose I 

Yet that this slight obliquity of brain — 
This minor mania — carries in its train 
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Some scattered virtues too, must be confest : 
Avarice can aeavce infect the poet's breast : 
"Tie verse he coveta — verse alone requires ; 
With this he laughs at losses, thefts, and fires. 
No jilots he hatches, nor supplants by fi-aud 
An unsuspecting friend or infant ward. 
Coarse bread and herbs demand small length of purse ; 
He asks no better fare, he feai's no worse : 
Though weak in war, stUl useful to the state 
Grant but that small concerns may profit great : 
He trains to speech the infant's faltering tongue. 
And childhood leams to Hsp what bards have sung. 
Ev'n at those years he turns the untainted eyes 
From ribald trash to lessons sound and wise : 
Anon he forms the heart in riper age, 
Reproves low spite and tempera bratal rage ; — 
Perpetuates worth, records each generous deed. 
And binds round Virtue's brow fair honour's meed ; — 
Points out to view examples high, and fires 
I The sons to emulate their patriot sires ; — 
I Bids anguish smile that never smiled before, 
I Assuages sickness, and consoles the poor. 
Unless the muse had giv'n the bard, say how 
Had youths and maids preferred the suppliant vow ? 
The Chorus waits — he lends his helping hand. 
And Heav'n is won to hear their accents bland. 
He calls to earth the show'r refreshing, frees 
From threat'ning peril, and averts disease ; 
Let but the poet touch the plaintive string — 
See peace returning spreads her downy wing, 
And years with plenty at his bidding flow ! 
Jerse soothes the Gods above and Ghosts below ! 
r pristine peasants, men of rustic mould, 
lontent with little, hardy, rough and bold, 
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After theii' corn was faoUEed, in festive pla^ 
Were woDt to pass a Imniiless holiday. 
Cheered lliroagli long toil by prospects of its close, 
Their hands — nay hearts — they gave to glad repose. 
Each seated with his good-wife at his side 
And chubby brats, the little household's pride. 
With milk Silvanus — with a pig boon Earth — 
Genius, the mystic pow'r that guai-ds our birth. 
With flow'ra and wine — they laboured to appease, 
Mindful of life's short date. From rites like theee 
The rude Fescennine farce in process grew, 
Where rustic flouts in verse alternate flew. 
The pleasing license long uncui'bed by laws 
Gambolled from year to year, and gained applause : 
Till into open outrage waxing fast 
The foul-mouthed jibe grew serious, and at last 
Through noble roofs the ribald slander rang : 
He that was galled by scandal's venomed fang 
Erelong took umbrage ; he too that was not. 
Still felt some interest for the common lot. 
A law now past appointing heavy pains 
To him that should revile in wicked strains. 
They changed their note, and dread of di'ubbing soon 
Taught them fair words and wit without lampoon. 
Tamed Greece to tame her victress now began, 
And with her arts fair Latium over-ran : 
Whence that Satui'uian doggrel was consigned 
To due disgrace, and rudeness grew refined. 
Yet traces of the ancient uncouth vein 
Eemained for many an age, and still remain. 
For late it was ere Eome, her arms ilung by. 
Turned to the Grecian pnge a studious eye ; 
Nor, till her wars with Carthage now well o'er 
Gave leisure and repose unknown before, 
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Began she to inquire if Sophocles, 

Thespis, and j£schylus had ought to please. 

Fired with those scenes, to copy next she triedj 

And to translation's task her hand applied ; 

And, formed with heart to feel and tongue to dreas 

Thoughts high and grand, she failed not of success. 

For not of tragic spirit lacks she store, — 

Nay happily can dare and boldly soar : 

But here her weakness lies, that to efface 

What once is penned, she deems a foul disgrace. 

To Comedy some hold less pains and thought 
Due, since her themes from common life are sought 
But common themes in fiction's garb to dress — 
The task grows hai-der as the indulgence less. 
Mark with how small consistency or truth 
Plautus delineates the enamoured youth. 
Sly pimp, and griping churl ! Observe, I pray. 
How old Dossennus in his rambling way 
With spunging parasites ekes out hia page, 
And with how lax a sock he sweeps the stage I 
For why — His aim is pelf; with purse well crammed 
He recks not if his piece be clapped or damned. 
Now look to him whom in her airy car 
Vain-glory leads to the dramatic war ! 
His heart with spleen a lukewarm audience tills, 
A listening pit with pert complacence fills. 
To those who start for fame, so light — so small 
That chance which bids their spirits mount or fall ! 
Adieu the stage, if, as the palm is mine 
Or from my grasp withheld, I thrive or pine ! 

Another grievance, which might well deter 
The stoutest- hearted bard, will oft occur : 
For of the crowd that portion which, though lower 
In rank and taste, are far in numbers more, 
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The stupid vulgar (prompt with many a fist 

To enforce their judgment, should the knights resist) 

In Uie mid action claim witli deaf'ning bavl 

The Boxers or the Bear, their all-in-all. 

Nay ev'n the knight seems now no joy to know 

But gorgeous pageantry and raree-show ; 

His spiing of pleasure from the ear and brain 

Passed to the lUekering eye and optics vain. 

Fom- hours or more imcui'tained stands the stage, 

"While troops of horse and foot fierce battle wage ; 

Cai's, coaches, cliariots, ships, astound the eye. 

And here kings stalk in chains, there squadrons fly : 

Coiinthian vases plundered fi-om the foe, 

And ivory statues in long order go. 

Oh could the laughing sage revisit eai-th, 

How would our staring audience move his mii-th, 

When some white elephant their fond regard 

Attracts, or beast half-camel and half-pai'd I 

The people sure woiUd his main interest share. 

And prove far more amusing than the play'r. 

The bard (God help him !) well with him might pass 

For one that tells his tale to a deaf ass. 

For where can histrionic lungs be found 

To stem the clam'rous din om' pits resound ? 

Loud as the billows lash the Tuscan shore 

Or Gargan forests to the tempest roai', 

Their shouts salute the pomp with carvings rich. 

And gems, and foreign fiippery, frounced in which 

No sooner etaiks the play'r, than peals are heard 

On peals ! — But has he spoken ? — Not a word. — 

Why then this coil ? — Yon tawdry stuff tliey view. 

Whose dye Tarentine mocks the violet's hue. 

But, lest you think that hopeless to excel 
Myself, I slight what others handle well. 
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Know that to me that poet seems possessed 
Of pow'rs portentous, who can rack mj breast 
With visionary woe, bid pity fill, 
Soothe, stir to wrath, with fancied horrors thrill, 
And, like a sorrerer, wliisk me through the air 
To Thebes — to Athens — when he will and where ! 

But some there are, who loathe to trust their piece 
To an assembled public's proud caprice, 
Write to he read. To these aspirants too, 
Methinka, some portion of joui' care is due. 
If you would fill that sacred pile you rear 
With poems worthy gi'eat Apollo's ear, — 
Or fii-e our bards with zeal, and spur them on 
To climb the verdant heights of Helicon. 
I Oft to ourselves, indeed, we sons of song 
(To own the painful tnath) work mickle wrong : 
When on your ear, for instance, at a time 
Of bus'ness or fatigue, we force our rhyme ; — 
When we resent the freedom of a fiiend 
Who dares this line or that to reprehend ; — 
When, in reciting, each choice phrase we meet. 
We hasten, uninvited, to repeat ; — 
When we lament that few have sense to trace 
Our poem's subtle thread and fine-spun grace ; — 
When we think surely that our scribbling vein 
No sooner shall transpire, than you will deign 
To smile upon our lays, caress, invite, 
Load us with boons, and urge us on to write. 
Yet 'tis worth while to mai-k with wary eyes 
What sort of Sacristans the mute supplies 
Meet for the shiine, and competent to tell 
That wortli in peace, in war, approved ao well, — 
Worth, which 'twere sacrilege to trust, I deem, 
In hands unequal to so proud a theme. 
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Well bad it been for Philip's warlike Bon 
If Cbcerilus hnil ne'er his favour won, 
Nor to tbe conqaeror of the world had sold 
His doggrel lines for Kluceilunian gold. 
For homely vcrae the imrest fome will spot, 
Sure as ink haiidloil It^aves behind a blot. 
But be, iu choice of biirds so Uttle luce, 
^Vlio such a poem bougbt at such a price, — 
This very king, we're told, ordained by law 
None but Apelles should his semblance draw, 
And that Lysippus' bond should mould alone 
Great Alexander's shape in brass or stone. 
Thus the same mind, which Nature had endued 
With taste for works of art so nice and shrewd. 
When summoned to pronounce on books and barda 
And tliose fair tributes which the muse awards. 
Forgot its skill, and any one might swear 
He di-ew, when young, Boeotia's foggy air. 

But, sir ! the favoured bards, on whom is ^ilaoed 
Your patronage, discredit not your taste ; — 
But speak the fine discernment which selects 
And tlie boon hand which hailed by all protects 
Virgil and Varius. Here the public voice 
Echoes the verdict and approves the choice. 
Nor breathes the form with portraiture more just 
On the smooth tablet stamped or brazen bust, 
Than of great worthies by the pen we find 
Sketched to tbe life the manners and the mind. 
Nor would I still iny biunble efforts bound 
To this colloquial verse that creeps aground, 
But rather launch in Epic's bold cai'eer. 
To sing the embattled host and bristling spear. 
Record the fields which Ctesar'a arms have won, 
The rivers forded and the realms o'er-run, 
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Hills crowned with forts to curb each barb'rous horde, 

And a wide world compelled to own its lord, 

While Janus closed speaks peace restored anew 

And Parthia bows her neck to Rome and You — 

All this and more my ample page should fill. 

Were but my genius equal to my will. 

But so it is : Your dignity demands 

No flimsy treatment at the poet's hands ; 

And shame forbids this feeble pen to dare 

A theme my muse lacks energy to bear : 

Since too oflBcious zeal has oft pulled down 

To its own level him it strove to crown ; 

But never more than when that zeal displays 

Its fulsome raptures in poetic lays. 

For sooner caught and steadier to abide 

On memory's tablet that which we deride, 

Than what revere. For me, had I such claim, 

Well could I spare the zeal which mars my fame. 

I wish not to stand forth to public view 

In wax with features coarser than the true, — 

Still less to hear some bungling bard rehearse 

My praises travestied in slov'nly verse ; 

Lest at a tribute so uncouthly paid 

I stand abashed ; and with my author laid 

In the broad bottom of some open chest. 

Budge to the shopman's counter to invest 

Pies, perfumes, pepper, frankincense, or ought 

That wrapped in reams of nonsense there is bought. 

Howes. 



A A 



THE EI'ISTI.ES OF HORACE. 



TO -JULIUS FLORUS. 
'• Flore, bono elaroqiie fidelis amice Neioni" 

Flobls, the friend of Nero, good and brave. 

Suppose a merchftnt, who would sell a slave. 

Should thus address you : " Sir, the boy'a complete 

From head to foot, and elegantly neat : 

He shall be _vours for fifty pounds. He plays 

The vassal's part, and at a nod obeys 

His master's will — then for the Grecian tongue 

He has a tiiate — so pliable and young, 

Ijike clay, well tempered with informing skill. 

He may be moulded to what shape you will. 

His notes are nrtless, but his voice is fine, 

To entertain j'ou o'er a glass of wine. 

He sinks in credit who attempts to i-aiae 

His venal wares with overrating praise, 

'i'o put them off his hands. My wants are none ; 

My stock is little, but that stock my own. 

No common dealer, sii', would sell a slave 

On equal terms, nor should another have 

So good a bargain. Guilty of one slip, 

It seems, and feoi-ful of the pendent whip, 

I own he loitered once. The money pay ; 

The lad is onlj' apt to run away." 

I think he safely may the sum enjoy : 

You know his failing, and would buy the boy ; 

The form was legal, yet yon still dispute 

The sale, and plague him with an endless suit, 

I told you, frankly told you, ere you went. 
That I was grown most strangely indolent, 
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No longer fit for offices like these. 

Lest my not writing might my friends displease ; 

But what avails whatever I can say. 

If you demur against ao just a plea '? 

Besides, you muimur, that my muse betrays 

Your expectations in her promised lays. 

A conimon soldier, who by various toils 
And perils gained a competence in spoils. 
At night fatigued, while he supinely snored. 
Lost to ft farthing his collected board. 
This roused his rage, in vengeance for his pelf, 
Against the foe, nor less against himself. 
A very ravenous wolf, with craving maw. 
With hungry teeth and wide-devouring jaw, 
He chai'ged with fuiy, as the folks report, 
Scaled the high wall, and sacked a royal fort, 
Replete with various wealth : for this renowned, 
His name is honoured, and his courage crowned : 
Besides, in money he receives a meed, 
A sum proportioned to the glorious deed. 

His chief soon after purposing to form 
Another siege, and take a town by storm, 
Began to rouse this desperado's fire 
With words, that might a coward's heart inspire : 
" Go, my brave friend, where fame and honour call ; 
Go ; with BucceaBJnl courage mount the wall, 
And reap fresh honours with an ample prize : — 
What stops your course!" The rustic shrewd replies: 
'* An't please you, captain, let another trudge it. 
The man may venture who has lost his budget." 

It chanced, at Rome, that I was eai'Iy taught 
What woes to Greece enraged Achillea wrought ; 
Indulgent Athens then improved my parts 
With some small tincture of ingenuous arts. 
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Fair truth &om falsehood to discern, and rove 
In search of wisdom through the museful grove. 
But, lo ! the time, destructive to my peace. 
Me rudely ravished from that chai'tning place ; 
The rapid tide of civil war amain 
Swept into anus, unequal to sustain 
The might of Caisar. Dread Philippi's field 
First clipt my wings, and taught my pride to yield. I 
My fortune rained, blasted all my views. 
Bold Lunger edged, and want inspii'ed my muse. 
But say, what dose could purify me, blessed 
With store sufficient, should I break my rest 
To scribble verse ? The waning years apace 
Steal off our tlioughts, and rifle every grace. 
Alas ! already have they snatched away 
My jokes, my loves, my revellings, and play. 
They strive to wrest my poems from me too ; 
Instruct me then what method to pursue- 
In short, the race of various men admire 
As various numbers : thee the softer lyre 
Delights : this man approves the ti'agic strain ; 
That joys in Bion's* keen, sathic vein, 

I have three guests invited to a feast. 
And all appear to have a different taste. 
AVhat shall I give tliem ? What shall I refuse ? 
What one dislikes, the other two shall choose : 
And even the veiy dish you like the best. 
Is acid, or insipid to the rest. 

Besides, at Rome, amidst its toils and cares, 
Think you that I can write harmonious airs ? 
One bids me be his bail ; another praya 
That I would only listen to hia lays, 

* BioD imitated Aj^diilocliua and Hipponax in liis sntirieal poemiC^ 
Ha wrote r —=■■■-■" ■" ■ 



SOOK TT.—JEPISTIE II. 



And leave all busineBs ; more to raise your wonder, 
Although they live the length of Borne asunder. 
Yet both must be obeyed : and here you see 
A special distance — " But the streets are free, 
And, while you walk, with flowing fancy fraught, 
Nothing occurs to disconcert a thought." 

Here furioua drives a builder with his team ; 
An engine there upheaves the lengthened beam, 
Or ponderous stone ; here justling waggons jar 
With moui-nful heai'ses in tumultuous wai-: 
Hence runs a madding dog with baneful ire : 
Thence a vile pig, polluted with the mire. 
Go then, and hustle thi'ough the noisy throng. 
Invoke the muse, and meditate the song. 

The tribe of writers, to a man, admire 
The peaceful grove, and fi'om the town retire, 
Clients of Bacchus, indolent they dose 
Beneath the shade, and court its calm repose. 
How then in noise unceasing tune the lay. 
Or tread where others hardly find their way ? 

A genius who, in Athens' calm retreat, 
Had studied hai'd his seven long years complete, 
Now, waxen old in discipline and books. 
Abroad be comes, with pale and meagre looks ; 
Dumb as a statue, slow he stalks along. 
And shakes with laughter loud the gazing throng. 
What then — at Home ; in this tumultuous town, 
Tossed by the noisy tempest up and down. 
Can I, though even the willing muse inspire, 
Adapt her numbers to the sounding lyre ? 

A wight there was, for rhetoric renowned, 

"Whose brother was a lawyer most profound ; 

I In mutual praise fdl honours were their own, 

Jid this a Gracchus, that a Mucins * shone. 

' Iiluciua Scicvula, a distinguislieJ lawyer, 
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^Vhat milder frenzy goads the rhyming train ? 
Mine is the lyre ; in elegiac strain 
He soothes the soul. A wondrona work is mine ! 
.\nd his — was surely polished by the Nine ! 

With what an air of true poetic pride 
And high disdain, we view from side to side 
Apollo's temple, as if we ourselves. 
And none but we, should fill the vacant shelves I 
Then follow farUier, if your time pennits. 
And at a distance hear these mighty wits ; 
How fai' intitled to this mutual praise. 
Which freely gives, and arrogates the bays. 
Like gladiators, who, by candle-light, 
Prolong tlie combat, for with foils they fight ; 
With mimic rage we rush upon the foe, 
AVounded, we wound, and measure blow for blow. 
Alcieus I in his opinion shine, 
He soars a new Calliniachus iu mine ; 
Or if Mimnermus be his nobler fame, 
He struts and glories in the darling name. 

Much I endui'ed, when writiug I would bribe 
The public voice, and soothe the fretful tribe 
Of rival poets. Now my rhjmiug heat 
Is cooled, and Reason reassumes her seat, 
I boldly bai- mine ears against the breed 
Of babbling bards, who without mercy read. 

Bad poets ever are a standing jest. 
But they rejoice, and, in their folly blessed, 
Admire themselves ; nay, though you silent ait. 
They bless themselves in wonder at theii" wit. 
But he who studies masterly to frame 
A finished piece, and build an honest fame. 
Acts to himself the fiiendly critic's part, 
And proves his genius by the rules of art ; 
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Boldly blots out whatevei' seems obsciu'e, 
Or lightly mean, unworthy to procure 
Immortal honour, though the worda give way 
With warm reluctance, and by force obey ; 
Though yet enshrined within his desk they stand. 
And claim a sanction from his parent hand. 

As from the treasure of a latent mine, 
Long darkened words he shall with art refine ; 
Bring into light, to dignify his page. 
The nervous language of a former £^e, 
Used by the Catoa, and Cethegus* old. 
Though now deformed with dust, and covered o'e 
with mould. 
New worda he shall endenizen, which use 
Shall authorise, and currently produce ; 
Then, brightly smooth, and yet sublimely strong, 
Like a pure river, through liis flowing song 
Shall pour the riches of his fancy wide, 
And bless his Latium with a vocal tide ; 
Prune the lusm*iant phrase ; the rude refine, 
Or blot the languid, and unsinewed line- 
Yet hai-d he labours for this seeming ease ; 
As ai't, not natm-e, makes our dancers please, 
A stupid scribbler let me rather seem. 
While of ray faults with dear delight I deem. 
Or not perceive, than sing no mortal strain, 

I And bear this toil, this torture of the brain. 

r At Argos lived a citizen, well known, 
Who long imagined that he heard the tone 
Of deep tragedians on an empty stage. 
And sat applauding in tcstatic rage : 
In other points a person, who maintained 
I A due decorum, and a life unstained, 
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A worthy iit-igbbour, autl a friend sincere, 
Kind to his wife, nor to Iiis slaves sevei'et 
Nor prone to madness, though the fulon'a fork 
Defaced the signet of a bottle cork ; • 
And wise to shun (well kiiowing which was which) 
The rock high pendent, and the yawning ditch. 
He, when his friends, at much expense Rnd paiiis, 
Had amply purged with hellebore + his braijis. 
Came to himself — " Ah ! cmel friends ! " he cried, 
" Is this to save me ? Better far have died. 
Than tlius be robbed of pleasure so refined, 
The dear delusion of a raptured mind." 

"lis wisdom's part to bid adieu to toys, 
And yield amusements to the taste of hoys. 
Not the soft sound of empty words admire. 
Or model measures to the Komau lyre. 
But learn such strains and rhapsodies, as roll 
Tuneful through life, and hannonise the soul. 

Thus, when alone, I commune with my heart, 
And silent meditate this nobler art. 
If no repletion from the hmpid stream 
Allayed the bm-uings of your thirsty flame. 
You strait would tell the doctor your distress ; 
And is there none to whom you dare confess. 
That, in proportion to your gi'owing store. 
Your lust of lucre is inflamed the more ? 
If you wei'e wounded, and youi' woimd imbibed 
No soothing ease from roots or herbs prescribed. 
You would avoid such medicines, he sure, 
As roots and herbs, that could effect no cure. 

* Tlie Romuns Rencnilly suaJad n ftill Iwttle, to prevent their a 

fram Bleitlmg the wine. From whence PorsinBsays he willnevor 1 , 

n Imttio of bud wiuo with Lia ngsu, oa miaera try whether the aeal^l 
unlwokan. — Fraiidn. 

■y A BUppoacd cure for madness. 
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Bat you have heard, that Folly flies apace 
From him whom heaven hath gifted with the grace 
Of happy wealth, and though you have aspired 
Not more to wisdom, since yoa first acquired 
A fund, yet will you listen to uo rule, 
But that from Fortune's insufficient school ? 
Could riches add but prudence to your yeai's, 
Bestrain youi' wishes, and abate your fears, 
You then might blush with reason, if you knew 
One man on earth more covetous than you. 

If that be yours, for which you fairly told 
The price concluded (and as lawyers hold, 
In some things use a property secures), 
The land which feeds you must of course be yours. 
Your neighboui''a bailiff, who manures the fields. 
And sows the corn, which your provision yields. 
Finds in effect, that he is but your slave : 
You give your coin, and in retiu'n receive 
Fowls, eggs, and wine ; and thus it will be found 
That you have bought insensibly the ground. 
The fee of which to purchasers before, 
Perhaps, had been two thousand pounds or more ; 
For what avails it in a life well passed. 
At first to pay the purchase, or at last ? 
The frugal man, who purchased two estates. 
Yet buys the pot-herba wliich his worship eats. 
Though he thinks not : this tjTant of the soil 
Buys the mere wood, which makes his kettle boil ; 
And yet he calls that length of land his own 
From which the poplar, fixed to hmits kuown. 
Cuts off disputes, as if he had the power 
Of that, which in the moment of an houi' 
By favoui", purchase, force, or Fate's commands, 
May change its lord, and fall to other hauds. 
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Since thna no mortal properly can have 
A lasting tenure; Rud, as wave o'er wave. 
Heir comes o'er heir, what pleasure ciui afford 
Thy peopled manors, and inci-easing hoard ? 
Or what avails it., that your fancy roves 
To join Lucanian to Calabrian groves, 
Inflexible to gold if rigid Fate 
Mows down, at once, the little and the great ? 

Gems, marble, ivory, vases sculptured high, 
Plate, pictures, robes, that drink the Tyrian dye. 
These are the general wish ; yet sure there are 
Who neither have, nor think thera worth their care. 

Sauntering, jierfumes, and baths, one brother loves 
Beyond the wealth of Herod's palmy gi^oves ; * 
Though rich the other, yet with ceaseless toil. 
Anxious he burns, ploughs, tames the stubborn soiL J 
But whence these various inclinations rose . 
The God of human nature only knows ; 
That mystic genius, which our actions guides, 
Attends our stars, and o'er oui' lives presides ; 
"Whose power appears propitious or malign, 
Stamped on each face, and varied through each line, J 

Be mine, my little fortune to enjoy ; 
A moderate pittance ou myself employ, 
Nor feoi' the censure of my thankless heir. 
That I have left too little to his share. 
And yet the wide distinction would I scan 
Between an open, hospitable man, 
And prodigal ; the fi-ugalist secure. 
And miser, pinched with penury ; for sui'e 
It differs, whether you profusely spend 
Your wealth, or never entertain a fi-iend ; 

ta iTDoils of palms, from whence Herod dl 
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Or, wanting prudence, like a play-day boy 
Blindly rush on to catch the flying joy. 
Avert, ye gods, avert the loathsome load 
Of want inglorious, and a vile abode ! 
To me are equal (so they bear their charge). 
The little pinnace, and the lofty barge. 
Nor am I wafted by the swelling gales 
Of winds propitious, with expanded sails, 
Nor yet exposed to tempest-bearing strife. 
Adrift to struggle through the waves of life. 
Last of the first, first of the last in weight, 
Parts, vigour, person, virtue, birth, estate. 

You are not covetous : be satisfied. 
But are you tainted with no vice beside ? 
From vain ambition ; dread of death's decree ; 
And fell resentment, is thy bosom free ? 
Say, can you laugh indignant at the schemes 
Of magic terrors, visionary dreams. 
Portentous wonders, witching imps of hell. 
The nightly goblin, with enchanting spell ? 
Can you recount with gratitude and mirth 
The day revolved that gave thy being birth. 
Indulge the failings of thy friends, and grow 
More mild and virtuous, as thy seasons flow ? 

Pluck out one thorn to mitigate thy pain, — 
What boots it — while so many more remain ? 
Or act with just propriety your part. 
Or yield to those of elegance and art. 
Already glutted with a farce of age, 
'Tis time for thee to quit the wanton stage. 
Lest youth, more decent in their follies, scoflF 
The nauseous scene, and hiss thee reeling oflF. 

Francis. 
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LUCIUS CALPURNIUS PISO 

TWO SONS. 
" Humano eapili cervkum putor i 
Suppose a paiuter to a human bead 
Should join a horse's neck, and wildly spread 
The various plumagt! of the feathered kmd 
O'er limhs of different beasts, absurdly joined ; 
Or if lie gave to view a beauteous maid 
Above the waist with eveiy charm aiTayed, 
Should a foul fish her lower parts infold. 
Would you not laugh such pictures to behold ? 
Such is the book, that like a sick man's dreams. 
Varies all shapes, and mixes all exti'emes. 

" Painters and poets our indulgence claim, 
Their dating equal, aad their art the same." 
I own th' indulgence — such I give and take ; 
But not through Nature's sacred rules to break, 
I Monstrous to mix the cruel and the kind, 
■.Serpents with birds, and himbs with tigere joined. 
' Your opening promises some great design, 
And shreds of pui'ple with broad lustre shine 
Sewed on your poem. Here in laboured strain 
A sacred grove, or fair Diana's fane 

k Rises to view ; tliere thi'ough delicious meads 
A murmuring stream its winding water leads ; 



* Lucius Calpumiua P 
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Here powrs the rapid Rhine ; the wat'ry bow 
Tliere hends its colom-s, and with pride they glow. 
Beauties tliey are, but beauties out of place ; 
For though your talent be to paint with {ji-ace 
A mournful cj-press, would you pour its shade 
O'er the tempestuous deep, if you were paid 
To paint a sailor, niidat the winds and waves, 
When on a broken plank his life he saves ? 
Why will you thus a mighty vase intend, 
If in a worthless bowl your labours end ? 
Then learn this waudering humour to control, 
^ And keep one equal tenor through the whole. 
But ol't our greatest eiTors tnke their rise 
From our best views. I strive to be concise ; 
I prove obscm-e. My strength, my fire decays. 
When in pursuit of elegance and ease. 
Aiming at greatness, some to fustian soar ; 
Some in cold safety creep along the shore. 
Too much Eifraid of storms ; while he, who tries 
With ever-varying wondei-s to surprise. 
In the broad forest bids his dolphins play. 
And paints his boars dispoi'ting in the sea. 
Thus, injudicious, while one fault we shun. 
Into its opposite extreme we run. 

One happier artist of th' ,1'Imilian square,* 
Who graves the nails, and forms the flowing hair. 
Though he excels in every separate part, 
Yet fails of just perfection in his art. 
In one grand whole unknowing to unite 
Those different parts ; and I no more would write 
Like him, than with a nose of hideous size 
Be gazed at for the finest hair and eyes. 

* The Emilion square vma a sciiool of gladintors kept hy Km 
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weigh witL uarii, 

what youi- strength can 



ExjHiiiiie Wfll, ye writer 
What suits 3'our genius 

bear. 

To hini, who ahull hia theme with judgment choo8e| 
Nor words, iiur method shall their aid refuse. 
In this, or I mistake, consists the gi'ace, 
And force of method, — to assign a i)lace 
B'or what with present judgment we should saj', 
And for some happier time tlie rest delay. 

Would you to fame a promised work produce, 
Be delicate and cautious in the use i 

And choice of words ; nor shall you fail of praise, 
AVhen nicely joining two known words you raise 
A third unknown. A new-discovered theme 
For those, unheard in ancient times, may claim 
A just and ample licence, which, if used 
With fair discretion, never is refused. 

New words, and lately made, shall credit claiui. 
If from a Grecian soui'ce they gently stream ; 
For Virgil sui'e, and Yarius may receive 
That kind indulgence, which the Komans gave 
To Plautns and Cascilius : or shall I 
Be envied, if my little fu]id sui)ply 
Its frugal wealth of words, since bards, who sung 
In ancient days, enriched their native tongue ft 
With large increase ? An undisputed power "'^ 
Of coining money from the rugged ore. 
Nor less of coining words, is still confessed, 
.If with a legal, public stamp impressed. 

As when the forest, with tlie bending yeai', 
First sheds the leaves which earliest appear, 
So an old age of words -maturely dies, 
Others new-born in youth and vigour rise. 
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We and our noblest works to fate must yield ; 
Even C8esai**s mole,* which royal pride might build, 
Where Neptime far into the land extends. 
And from the raguig north our fleets defends ; 
That barren marsh,! whose cultivated plain 
Now gives the neighbouring towns its various grain ; 
Tiber (who taught a better current) yields 
To Caesar's power, nor deluges our fields ; 
All these must perish, and shall words presume 
To hold their honours, and immortal bloom ? 
Many shall rise, that now forgotten lie ; 
Others, in present credit, soon shall die 
If custom will, whose arbitrary sway. 
Words, and the forms of language, must obey. 

By Homer taught, the modem poet sings. 
In epic strains, of heroes, wars and kings. 
Unequal measm^es first were tuned to flow 
Sadly expressive of the lover's woe ; 
But now, to gayer subjects formed, they move 
In sounds of pleasm^e, to the joys of love : 
By whom invented, critics yet contend, 
And of their vain disputings find no end. 

Archilochus, with fierce resentment warmed. 
Was with his own severe iambics armed. 
Whose rapid numbers, suited to the stage. 
In comic humour, or in tragic rage. 
With sweet variety were found to please. 
And taught the dialogue to flow with ease ; 
Their numerous cadence was for action fit. 
And formed to quell the clamom's of the pit. 

* It formed the Julian harbour. 

+ The Pontine marshes. These were partly drained, and the inunda- 
tions of the Tiber were checked by order of Augustus. 
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The muse to nobler subjects times her lyre ; 
I Gods, and the sons of gods, her aong inspire, 
I "Wrestler and steed, who gained th' Oljinpic piize : 
liove's pleasing cares, and wine's unbounded joys. 
But if, through weakness, or mj want of art, 
I can't to every different style impart 
The proper strokes and colours it may claim. 
Why am I honoured witli a poet's name ? 
Absurdly modest, why my fault discern. 
Yet rather burst in ignorance than learn ? 

Nor will the genius of the comic muse 
Sublimer tones, or tragic numbers use ; 
Nor will the direful Thyeatean feast 
In comic phrase and language be debased. /' 
Then let your style be suited to the scene] 
And its peculiar character maintain. I 

Yet Comedy sometimes her voice may raise, 
And angi'y Chremes * rail in swelling phrase : 
As oft the tragic language humbly flows, 
For Telephus or Peleus,! 'midst the woes 
Of poverty or exile, must complain 
In prose-like style ; must quit the swelling strain, 
And words gigantic, if with Nature's art 
They hope to touch the melting hearer's heai-t. 

'Tie not enou^, ye writers, that ye charm 
With ease and elegance ; a play should warm 
With soft concernment ; should possess the soul 
And, as it wills, the listening crowd control. 

With them who laugh om' social joy appears 
With them who ntouru we sympathise in tears : 



* A cliaract«r in Terence. 

+ TelephuB Huflered povcrt; in eeekjug tot bu) fatlier. I'EleUB waa 
driven into exila for beioa aciresBorj to ills brotlier's murder. Tlie 
adventnres of both ptinces liad be«Q the subject of trugedies. 
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If you would have me weep, begin the strain, 
Tlieu I shall feel your sondws, feel jour paiii ; 
/■But if youi' heroes act uot what they say, 
I sleep or laugh the lifeless scene away. 

The varjing face should every iiassion show. 
And words of soitow wear the look of woe ; 
Let it iu joy assume a vivid au' ; 
Fierce when in rage ; in seriousness severe 1 
For Nature to each change of fortune forms 
The secret soul, and all its passions warms : 
Transports to rage, dilates the heaii with mirth. 
Wrings the sad soul, and bends it down to earth. 
The tongue these various movements must express ; 

'But, if iJl-suited to the deep distress 

I His language prove, the sons of llome engage 
To laugh th' unha))i)y actor oiFthe stage. 

Your style should an important difference maku 
\\'hen heroes, gods, or awful sages speak ;— 
When florid youth, whom gay desires inflame ;— 

A busy servant, or a wealthy dame^ 

A merchant, wandering with incessant toil, 

Or he, who cultivates the verdant soil ; 

But if m foreign realms you fix your scene, 

Tlieir genius, customs, dialects maintain. 

Or follow Fame, or in th' invented tale 

V Let seeming, well-united truth jrevailj. 

If Homer's great Achilles tread the stage. 

Intrepid, fierce, of unforgiving rage, 
' Like Homer's hero, let him spurn all laws, 

And by the sword alone assert his cause. 

With untamed furj' let Medea glow, 

And Ino's tears in ceaseless anguish flow. 

From realm to realm her giiefs let lo beai'. 

And Slid Orestes rave in deep despair. 
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But if you venture on an untried theme, 
And form a person yet unknown to fame, 
From his first entrance to the closing scene, 
jLet him one equal character maintain, w^-*^ t 

'Tis hard a new-formed fable to express, 
And make it seem your own. With more suc cess 
Yo^i may ffftni F^^f^^^ takp thfijgjft nf Troy, 
Than on an untried plot your strength employ. 
Yet would you make a common theme your own, 
Dwell not on incidents already known ; 
Nor word for word translate with painful care, 
Nor be confined in such a narrow sphere, 
From whence (while you should only imitate) 
Shame and the rules forbid you to retreat. 

Begin your work with modest grace and plain, 
Not like the bard of everlasting strain, ^ ''' 
** I sing the glorious wai' and Priam's fate—'' 
How will the boaster hold this yawning rate ? 
The mountains laboured with prodigious throes, 
And, lo ! a mouse ridiculous arose. 

Far better he, who ne'er attempts in vain, /. 
Opening his poem in this humble strain : 
** Muse, sing the man who, after Troy subdued, 
Manners and towns of various nations viewed ; " 
He does not lavish at a blaze his fire. 
Sudden to glare, and in a smoke expire; 
But rises from a cloud of smoke to light. 
And pours his specious mu'acles to sight ; 
Antiphates his hideous feast devours, 
Charybdis barks, and Polyphemus roai*. 

He would not, like our modem poet,* date 
His hero's wanderings fi'om his uncle's fate ; 

* Antiinachus, who wrote on the return of Dioniede and absurdly 
began his poem from the death of his hero's uncle Meleager. 
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Nor aing ill-fnted Ilium's various woes. 
From Helen's birth, from whom tlje wai- arose; 
But to the gi-and event hi- speeds hia course, 
And bears his readers with resistless force 
Into tbe niidst of things, while every line 
Opens, by just degrees, bis whole design. 
, Artful he kuowa each circumstance to leave 
iWhicb will not grace and ornament receive : 
iThen truth and fiction with such skill he blends, 
^Thftt equal he begins, proceeds, and ends. 

Mine and the public judgment are tbe same ; 
Theq hear what I, and what yom- audience claim. 
If you would keep us till tbe cuilain fall, 
And tbe last chorus for a plaudit call, 
V Tlie manners must your strictest care engage, 
Tbe levities of youth and strength of age. 
The child, who now with firmer footing walks, 
And with unfaltermg, well-formed accents talks. 
Loves childish spoi'ts ; with causeless anger bui-ns. 
And idly pleased with every moment turns. 

The youth, whose will no froward tutor bounds, 
Joys in the simny field, bis horse and hounds ; 
Yielding like wax, th' impressive folly hears ; 
Rough to reproof, and slow to future cares; 
Profuse and vain ; with every passion warmed, 
And swift to leave what late Ms fancy charmed. 

With strength improved, the manly spirit bends 
To (Ufi'erent aims, in search of wealth and friends ; 
Bold and ambitious in pnrsuit of fame, 
And wisely cautious in the doubtful scheme. 

A thousand ills the aged world surround, 
Anxious in seai'ch of wealth, and when 'tis found, 
Feai-ful to use what tbey with fear possess. 
While doubt and di'ead tbeir faculties depress. 
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Fond of delay, they tmst in hope no more, 

Listless, and fearful of th' approaching hour ; 

Morose, complaining, and with tedious praise 

Telling the manners of then- youthful days ; 

Severe to censure ; earnest to advise, 

And with old saws the present age chastise. 
The blessings flowing in with life's full tide, 

Down with our ebb of life decreasing glide ; 

Then let not youth or infiincy engage 

To play the pai'ts of manhood or of age ; 

jFor where the proper characters prevail, 

,\Ve dwell with pleasure on the well-wrought tale. 
The business of the drama must appear 
\/ln action or descriptiiJii- What we hear, 

With weaker passion will affect the heart. 

Than when the faithful eye beholds the part, 
,' iBut yet let nothing on the stage be brought 

hVhich better should behind the scenes be wrought ; 

Nor force th' unwilling audience to behold 

What may with grace aud eloquence be told. 
^Let not Medea, with unnatiu'al rage, 
. JRlaughter her mangled infants on the stage ; 
I iNor Atreus his uefaiious feast prepare, 

Nor Cadmus roll a snake, imr Progne wing the air ; 

JFor while upon such monsti'ous scenes we gaze, 
[ JThey shock our faith, our indignation raise. 

If you would liave your play deserve success, 
^■Give it five acts complete ; nor more, nor less ; 
KKor let a god in jterson stand displayed, 

Unless the labouring » plot deserve his aid ; 

■ At firal in tlie Greek dninm only one ai?lor appeaitd ou the stage 
apart from tbc cliorus. T)ica])[3 was hia own actor. .^Ischylua itdiled a 
second and Sophodea a tliird. The chorus took an actiVE part in the 
repiesentRtioD. 
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Nor a fourth actor, ou the crowded scene, 
A broken, tedious dialogue maiutaiu. 
J, T]ie chorus luufit Bujiport an actor's part ; 
Defend the virtuous, and advise with art j 
Govera the choleric, the proud appease. 
And the short feasts of frugal tables praise ; 
Applaud the justice of well-governed states. 
And Peace triumphant with her open gates. 
Intrusted secrets let them ne'er betray, 
But to the righteous gods with ardour pray 
That Fortune with returning smiles may bless 
AiHicted worth, and impious pride depress j 
K'et let their songs with apt cohereuce join, 
/Pi-omote the plot, and aid the main design. 

Xor was the flute at iirst with silver hound. 
Nor rivalled emulous the tinimpet's sound ; 
Few were its notes, its form was simply plain, 
Vet not unuseful was its feeble strain 
To aid the chorus, and their songs to raise, 
Filling the httle tliealre with ease. 
To which a thin and pious audience came, 
Of frugal manners, and unsullied fame. 

But when victorious Rome enlarged her state, 
And hi-oader walls inclosed th' imperial seat. 
Soon as with wine gi'own dissolutelj- gay, 
' Without restraint she cheered the festtj day; 
Then poesy in looser numbers moved. 
And music in licentious tones improved ; 
Such ever is the taste, when clown and wit. 
Rustic and critic, fill the crowded pit. 

He, who before with modest art had played. 
Now called in wanton movements to bis aid, ~ 
Filled with luxurious toues the pleasing strai 
.\nd drew along the stage a length of train ; 
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And thus the IjTe, once awfully severe, 

Increased its strings, and sweeter charmed the ear : 

Thus poetry precipitately flowed, 

And with unwonted elocution glowed ; 

Poured forth prophetic truths in awful sti-oiji, 

Dark as the language of the Delphic fane. 

The ti-agie bard,* who for a worthless prize 
Bade naked satyrs in his chorus rise. 
Though rude his niirth, yet laboured to maintain 
The solemn grandeur of the tragic scene ; 
For novelty alone he knew could charm 
A lawless crowd, with wine and feasting wai-m. 

And yet this laughing, prating tribe may raise 
Our miith, nor shall theii- pleasantly displease ; 
But let the hero, or the power divine, 
Whom late we saw with gold and purple shine. 
Stoop not in vulgar phrase ; nor yet despise 
The words of earth, and soar into tlie skies. 
For as a mati-on, on our festal days 1 
Obliged to dance, with modest grace obeys, 
jbo should the Muse ber dignity maintain 
■ (Amidst the satjTS, and their wanton train. 

If e'er I write, no words too gi'ossly vile 
Shall shame my satjTs, and pollulu my style. 
Nor would I yet the tragic style forsake 
So far, as not some difference to make 
Between a slave, or girl, too pertly bold, ' 

"Who robs the miser of his darling guld, 
And grave Silenus, with instructive nod 
Giving wise lectures to his pupil god. 

Pmtititix, wlio inventerl n Tnii^d kind of trngcdy with satyrs as the 
chorua. It wui called the Satiric drama. 

■^ Vonng iTotnen vere usually uhosen to dance in honour at the 
gods ; 1>iit in some restirnla, aa in that of the grent godiless, the 
[wntiUs obliged nmmeil women to danw.— flw. 
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FiYiiii wt'll-knowii tiilea sufli fiitioiia would I raise \ 
As all miglit hope to imitate with ease ; 
Yet while tlicy Btrive ttie sBine success to gain. 
Should find tiit-ii' labour, and their hopes are vain : 

, Such giace can order and connexion give ; 

1 Such beauties coranion Hubjects may receive. > 

Let not the wood-born satyr fondly siwrt 
With amorous verses, as if bred at com't ; 
Nor yet witli wanton jests, in mirthful vein. 
Debase the langunge, and pollute the scene. 
For what the crowd with lavish i-apture praise, 
In better judges cold contempt shall raise. 

itttome to her poets too much licence gives, 
iNor the rough cadence of theh' verse perceives ; 
JBut shall 1 then with careless spirit write ? 
No ! let me think my faults shall rise to light, 
And then a kind indulgence will excuse 
The less important errors of the muse. 

' Thus, though perhaps I may not merit fame, 

I I stand secure fi'om censure and from shame- 
Make the Greek authors jour supre me delight ; 
Eefid tliem by day, and study them by night. — 
"And yet our sires with .joy could I'lautus hear, 
Gay were his jests, his niimbers chai'med their ear.**j 
Let me not say too lavishly they praised, 
But sm-e their judgment was full cheaply pleased, 
If you or I with taste are haply blessed. 
To know a clowuish fi'om a courtly jest; 
If skilful to discern, wheu formed with ease 
The modulated soimds are taught to please. 

Thespis, inventor of the tragic ftft, 
CaiTied his vagi'ant players iu a cart : 
High o'er the crowd the mimic tribe appeared. 
And played and sung, with lees of wine besmeared. 
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Then jEschylus a decent vizard used ; 
Built a low stage ; the flowing robe difiiised. 
Li language more sublime his actora rage. 
And in the graceful buskin tread the stage. 
And now the ancient Comedy appeared, 
Nor without pleasure and applause was heard ; 
But soon its freedom rising to excess, 
The laws were forced its boldness to suppress, 
And, when no longer licensed to defame, 
It sunk to silence with contempt and shame. 

No path to fame our poets left untried ; 
Nor sraaU their merit when with conscious pride 
They scorned to take from Greece the storied theme, 
And dai'cd to sing their oivn domestic fame. 
With Boman heroes fill the tragic scene, 
Or sport with humour in the comic vein. 
Nor had the niifltress of the world appeared 
More famed for conquest, than for wit revered. 
Did we not hate tlie necessary toil 
Of slow coiTection, and the painful file. 

niustrious youths ! with jnat contempt receive, 
)Nor let the hardy poem hope to live, 
[Where thue and full con-ection don't refine 
, The finished work, and polish every Hne, 
Because Democritus in raptm'e cries, 
" Poems of genius always beai' the prize 
From wretched works of aii," and thinks that none 
But brain-sick bards can taste of Hehcon ; 
So far his doctrine o'er the tribe prevails, 
They neither shave their heads, nor pare their noils ; 
To dark retreats and soUtude they rmi. 
The baths avoid, and public converse shun ; 
A poet's fame and fortune sure to gain, 
If long their beards, incurable their brain. 



THE 



POMTRT. 



Ah ! lui-kleas I ! who purge in spring my spleen- 
Else sure the first of bards had Horace been. 
ilBut shall I then, in mad pursuit of fame, 
I Resign my reason for a poet's name ? 
, No t let me sharpen othei's, as the hone 
Gives edge to razors, though itself has none. 
Let me the poet's worth and office show, 
And whence his time poetic riches flow ; 
Wliat forms his genius, and improves his vein ; 
What well or ill hecomea each different scene ; 
How high the knowledge of his art ascends. 
And to what faults his ignorance extends. 

Goofljiensej the fountaiiLo f the muse's art. 
Let the strong page of Socrates impart, 
I And if the mind with clear conceptions glow, 
I The willing words in just expression flow. 

The poet, who with nice discernment knows 
What to his country and his fiiends he owes ; 
How various nature warms the human breast. 
To love the parent, brother, friend or guest ; 
Wliat the gi'eat offices of judges ai'e, 
Of seuators, of generals sent to war ; 
... He surely kiiows, with nice, well-judging art, 
The strokes peculiar to each different part, 
J ■^ Keep Nature's great original in view. 
And thence the living images pursue ; 
For when the sentiments and diction please, I 
And all the characters are wrought with eaa 
Your play, though void of beautj', force and a 
More strongly shall delight, and warm tlip heart. 
Than where a lifeless pomp of verse appears, 
And with sonorous trifles charms our ears. 

To her loved Ureeks the Muse indulgent gave. 
To her loved Greeks, with greatness to conceive. 
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And m sublimer tone their language raise — 
Her Gteeks were only covetous of praise. 
Our j-outh, proficients in a nobler ai-t, 
Divide a faiUiing to the hundredth part; 
" Well done, my boy," the joyful father cries, 
" Addition and subtraction mate us wise." >■ 
But when the rust of wealth pollutes the soul, 
And monied cares the genius thus control. 
How shall we dai'e to hope, that distant times 
With honour should preserve our lifeless rhj-mes J* 
Poets would profit or delight mankind, 

I An d with the pleasJn gJiayfiJjL instructive jomed^ 
Short be the precept, which with ease is gained 
By docile minds, and faithfully retained. 
If in dull length your moral is expressed, 
The tedious wisdom overflows the breast. 
Would you divert ? the probable maintain,^ 
Nor force us to believe the monstrous scene, 
That shows a child, by a fell witch devoured, 
Dragged from her entrails, and to life restored, 

I Grave age approves the solid and the wise ; 
Gay youth from too austere a drama flies ; 
Profit and pleasure, then, to mix with ait, 
To infoira the judgmtiit, nor ofl'end the heart, V-" 
Shall gain all votes ; to booksellers shall raise 
No trivial fortune, and across the seas 
To distant nations spread the writer's fame, 
And with immortal honours crown hia name. 

Yet there are faults which we may well excuse. 
For oft the strings th' intended sound refuse ; 
In vain his tuneful hand the master tries, 

LHe asks a flat, and hears a sharp a 
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Nor always will the bow, though famed 
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But when tlie beauties more iii number shine, 

I am not angry when a casual line 

(That with some ti'ivial faults unequal flows) 

A careless hand, nr human fi'ailty shows. 

But as we ne'er those scribes with mercy treat 

Who, though advised, the same mistakes repeat ; 

Or as we laugh at him who constant brings 

The same rude discord from the jarring strings ; 

So, if strange chance a Chterilus inspire 

With some good hues, I laugh, while I admire ; 
lYet hold it for a fault I can't excuse, 
I If honest Homor slumber o'er his muse ; 

Although, perhaps, a kind indulgent sleep 

0^'er works of length allowably may creep. 
\/ Poems like pictures are ; some charm when nigh, 

Otliers at distance more delight yom- eye ; 

That loves the shade, this tempts a stronger light, 

And challenges the critic's piercing sight : 

That gives us pleasm'c for a single view ; 

And tliis, ten times repeated, still is new. 

Although your father's precepts form your youth. 

And add experience to yom' taste of truUi, 

'Of this one maxim, — Piso, — be assured. 

In ceilain things a medium is endured. 

Who tries Messala's * eloquence in vain, 

Nor can a knotty point of law explaui 

Like leamud CaBcellius,+ yet may justly claim, 

• Messala Coivinus, who inlieritol tlio Bloiiueiioe ts well as 

f CaacBllios Allium n.ix a Boman knight, one of tho grcntrat Inwyen 
oF Us time. But his bavina courage to preserve liis liberty ja an sae 
of onii-Braal slavery, niisea his cliaraeter with greater honour than all 
his wit and IflamiD^. The tiiumvira, Lepidus, Antoay, and August 
could not compel him to draw op their edict of proscription ; ii~ ' 
lesB f^onous to Angnstus, tlint n man of tmch a spirit of freedom 
be nipntionod with ajipluiise by a [loet of liia uourt. 
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For pleading or advice, some right to fame ; 
But God, and man, aud lettered post,* denies 
That poets ever are of middling size. 
As janing music at a joviid feast, 
Or muddy essence, or th' ungrateful taste 
Of bitter honey shall the guests displease, 
Because they want not luxuries like these ; 
j So poems, fonned alone to yield delight, 
Give deep disgust, or pleasure to the height. 

The man who knows not how with art to wield 
The sportive weapons of the martial field. 
The bounding ball, round quoit, or whbling ti'oque, 
Wni not the laughter of the crowd provoke : 
But every desperate blockhead dares to write — 
Why not ? his fortune's large to make a knight ; 
The man's freeborn ; perhaps of gentle sti'ain ; 
His character and manners pure from stain. 
iBut thou, deal" Piso, never tempt the muse. 
If wisdom's goddess shall her aid refuse ; 
And when you write, let candid Metius f hear, 
Or try youi' labours on your father's ear. 
Or even on mine ; but let them not come forth 
Till the ninth ripening year mature theu' worth. 
You may correct what in your closet lies ; 
If published, it UTevocably flies. 

The wood-boni race of men when Oqiheus tamed, 
From acorns and from mutual blood reclaimed. 
This priest divine was fabled to assuage 
The tiger's fierceness, and the lion's rage. 
Thus I'ose the Theban wall ; Amphion's IjTe, 
And soothing voice the list'ning stones inspire. 

" Lflttowd post.'' The pillars of the Twokselleiii' aliopa on which 
. pnt the Denies of the books for sale. 
r + Spuriua MetioB Turpa, a cBlebrated critie of thftt time. 
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I'oetic wisdom marked, wiUi liap|>}' menu, 

Public aud private ; sacred and profane ; 

The wand'ring joys of lawless love suppressed ; 

Wilh equal lites the wedded couple blessed : 

Planned future towns, and instituted laws — 

So verse became divine, and poets gained applause. 

Homer, Tyrtteus, by the muse inspired. 
To deeds of ai'ms the martial spirit fired, 
In verse the oracles divine were heard, 
And Natiu-e's secret laws in verse declared ; 
Monarcbs were coiu-ted in Pierian strain, 
And comic sports relieved the wearied swain ; 
Apollo singB, the Muses tune the lyre, 
Then blush not for an ait which they inspire. 

'Tis long disputed, whether poets claim 
I From art or nature tlieir best right to fame : i 

liut art, it' not enriched by nature's vein, 
JAnd a rude genius, of imcultUred strain, 
^\re useless both ; but when in friendship joined, 
ti, mutual succour in each other find. 

A youth who hopes th' Olympic prize to gain. 
All arts must tiy, aud every toil sustain ; 
Th' extremes of heat and cold must often prove, 
And shun the weakening joys of wine and love. 
Who sings the Pythic song, first learns to raise 
Each note distinct, and_a stern mnsterpleaafix 
But now — " Since I can write the true sublime. 
Curse catch the hindmost ! " cries the man of rhyma 
" What ! in a science own myself a fool, 
Because, foi-sooth, I learned it not by rule ? " 

As artful criers, at a public fail'. 
Gather the passing crowd to buy their ware. 
So wealthy poets, when they deign to write, 
To all deal' gains theii- flatterei's invite. 
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But if the feast of luxury they give, 
Bail a poor wretch, or from distress relieve 
When the black fangs of law around him bend. 
How shall they know a flatterer from a friend ? 

K e'er you make a present, or propose 
To grant a favour ; while his bosom glows 
With grateful sentiments of joy and praise, 
Never, ah ! never let him hear your lays ! 
Loud shall he cry, " How elegant ! how fine ! '* 
Turn pale with wonder at some happier line ; 
Distil the civil dew from either eye, 
And leap, and beat the ground in ecstasy. 

As hirelings, paid for their funereal tear, 
Outweep the sorrows of a friend sincere, 
So the false raptures of a flatterer's art 
Exceed the praises of an honest heart, 

Monarchs, 'tis said, with many a flowing bowl 
Search through the deep recesses of his soul. 
Whom for their future fiiendship they design, 
And put him to the torture in his wine ; 
So try, whene'er you write, the deep disguise. 
Beneath whose flattering smile false Reynard lies. 
Bead to Quintilius, and at every line — 
" Correct this passage, friend, and that refine." 
Tell him, you tried it twice or thrice in vain — 
" Haste to an anvil with your ill-formed strain. 
Or blot it out." But if you still defend 
The favourite folly, rather than amend, 
He'll say no more, no idle toil employ — 
** Yourself unrivalled, and your works enjoy." 
/ An honest critic, when dull lines move slow, 
/ Or harshly rude, will his resentment show ; 
Mark every fault, and with his pen efface 
What is not polished to its highest grace ; 

c 
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Prune all ambitious omamente away. 

And teach you on th' obscure to pour the day ; 

Will mark the doubtful phrase with band severe. 

Like Aristarchus, candid and sincere : 

Nor say, for trifles why should I displease 

The man I love ? for trifles such as these 

To serious mischiefs lead the man I love. 

If once tlie flatterer's ridicule he prove. 

^ From a mad poet, whosoe'er is wise, 
As from a leprosy or jaundice, flies ; 
Keligious madness in its zealous strain, 
Nor tlie wild frenzy of a moon-struck brain, 
Are half so dreadful : yet tlie boys pursue him. 
And fools, unknowing of their danger, view him. 
But, heedless wandeiing, if omi man of rhyme, 
Bursting with verses of the ti'ue sublime. 
Like fowler, earnest at his game, should fall 
Into a well or ditch, and loudly call, 
" Good fellow -citizen 8 and neighbours dear. 
Help a poor bard " — not one of them will hear : 
Or if, perchance, a saving rope they throw, 
I will be there, and — " Sii-s, you do not know 
But he fell in on ijurpose, and, I doubt, 
Will hardly thank you, if you pull him out." 

Then will I tell Empedocles's story. 
Who nobly fond of more than mortal glory. 
Fond to be deemed a god, in madding fit 
Plunged in cold blood in Etna's fiery pit. 
Let bards be licensed then themselves to kill ; 

'' 'Tis murder to presei-ve them 'gainst their will. 
But more than once this frolic he hath played. 
Nor, taken out, will he be wiser made 
Content to be a man ; nor will his pride 
Lay such a glorious love of death aside. 
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Nor is it plain for what more horrid crime 
The gods have plagaed him with this cm*se of rhyme ; 
Whether his father's ashes he disdained, 
Or hallowed ground with sacrilege profaned : 
Certain he's mad, and like a baited bear, 
If he hath strength enough his den to tear. 
With all the horrors of a desperate Muse 
The learned and unlearned he pursues. 
But if he seize you, then the torture dread ! 
He fastens on you till he reads you dead, 
And like a leech, voracious of his food. 
Quits not his cruel hold till gorged with blood. 

Fbancis. 
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